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INTRODUCTION. 



Ben Jonson's "Alchemht" has been pmred with Fielding^ 
"Tom Jones" as one of the best examples of a well-constructed 
plot ; and Coleridge, who justly ga\e Ben Jonson the place next 
to Shakespeare in dratnatic literature, was inclined to think 
''The Fox" the greatest of his works. These plays, and 
"The Silent Woman," which stood in the first rank among Ben 
Jonson's plays, are here joined to some of the best of his minor 

Ben Jonson was the son of a gentleman who ruined himself 
by zeal for religion, and died a month beforf his son was bom. 
The poet's mother came south, was poor, took a master brick- 
layer for her second husband, lived in Hartshorn Lane, near 
Charing Cross, and sent her boy to the parish school of St. 
Martin's. Through William Canjden, the historian, who was 
then one of its masters, Ben Jonson obtained an admission to 
Westminster school. There he laid the foundations of the learn- 
ing which becamt afterwards closely associated with the free 
and individual expression of his genius. His gratitude to 
William Camden was expressed in a poem, which will be found 
on page 314 of this volume. Ben Jonson, like Shakespeare, had 
not the benefit of university education, but by his own study he 
made himself one of the most scholarly of English poets, in 
his youth he followed for a little while the trade of his step- 
father, then went to fight in the Low Countries, and then followed 
the bent of his genius by joining the players. 

In 1596 Ben Jonson's first cornedy, "Every Man in his 
Humour," was produced, with Italian characters. He had re- 
cast it, and changed the scene from Florence to London, when 
it was acted, in 1598, by the company to which Shakespeare 
belonged. This was a true comedy, with carefully constructed 
plot, and the ac^on >v!thin limit of a single day. The Ihrw 
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6 IXTJiODUCliON. 

plays that followed in the successive years 1599, 1600, 1601 — 
"Every Man out of his Humour," "Cynthia's Revels," and 
"The Poetastec "— were exuberant in wit, and satirized the 
affectations of the day in the city, at Court, and among writers 
who used their skill upon low themes, and ran a broken pace for 
a hire wlien they should seek rather 



He would have all solemn triflers understand 



anti laboured to advance the time when 

these vain joys, in which their wills consume 
Such powers of wit and soul a^ are of force 
To raise Iheir beings to efernity, 
May be oonrerted on worlt, fitting; men : 
And, for the praclice of a foroid look, 
An antic gesture, or a fustian phrase, 
Study the native frame of a true heart, 
An inward comeliness of bounly, knowledge, 
And spirit that may conform Iheni actually 
To God's high figures, which they hai-e in poiver. 

Out of this sense of life Ben Jonson speaks with all his jovi- 
ahty. At his merriest he spurns low thought, and in his cups he 
seeks true poets and true scholars for his comrades. Tkis 
worthiness of aim made him in after years of aye and infinnit/ 
the Master around whom the best poets of the younger genera- 
tion gathered with trust and affectioi, each happy if their chief 
cnce called him Son, and by so doing sealed him of the tribe 
of Ben. 

Misunderstood in these his younger days byfellow poets, who 
saw personality where the whole aim was to lift the public sense 
of what true literature means, Ben Jonson found himself put on 
the stage in a piece called " Satironiastix " by his friends 
Dekker and Marston They paid him bii,k \n wliat they took 
to be his own coin, and set one of his own characters, Captain 
Tucca, to bully him , but in the characters through whicli they 
themselves spoke thev clearly cpreased their own iriendship 
And admiration for turn, nhidi asked oal> that )>« slrauld put 
away what they regarded as hia fault ba^s one of them : 
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INTRODUCTION. j 

And wholly virtuous spirit for thy best part 
Loves eliee, I wish one ten with all my heart. 
I m.ike account, I put up ns deep shaje 
In every good man's love whidi thy worth earns 
As thou thyself. We envy not to sec 
Thy friends with bays to crown thy poesie. 
No, here the gall lies, we that know what stuff 
Thy very beart is made of, know the stalk 
On which thy leamiuE grows, and can give life 
To thy, once dying, baseness, yet must we 
Dance antics on your paper. 

" Faustus ! " he interrupts ; and his friend adds, 

'■ This mates us angty, ljul not euvioui. 

No, were thy warpl soul put in a new mould, 
I'd wear thee as a jewel Bet in gold, 

This was but a wrestle among friends. Marston ahnost im- 
mediately afterwariis was dedicating to Itcii Jonson his best 
play, and in another play they were joint writers with the 
scholarly George Chapman. True inen can differ vigorously 
and be friends. 

Ben Jonson turned for a while from his misapprehended 
comedies, or, rather, from his d.'amatic satires ; for the three . 
pieces that followed "Every Man in his Humour' were rich 
in detail, but, as plays, weak in construction. He produced a 
tragedy, "Sejanus," in 1603, and then, in tlie first years Of the 
reign of James !-, gathered lis strength and produced tlie three 
iromedies given in this volume: "Volpone" in 1605, "The 
Silent Woman " in 1609, and "nie Alchemist" in 1610. His 
other tragedy, "Catiline," followed in 1611. The ingenuity o f 
sudden and frequent ttirnsin the plot of" TheAlchemist" is hardly 
less marked in "The Fox," and the three comedies contain a 
little crowd of distinct characters, with vigour of wit and worthy 
thought in every line that helps to give them being. Is there 
a book in the world that breathes nobler scorn of the worship of 
Mammon than Ben Jonson's play of " Volpone " ? It opens with 
Volpone prostrate in soul before the ido! figured in a heap of 
gold and silver plate, and then shows how, in low minds, all ties 
of love and honour snap when they restrain tiie grasp at gold. 
Corbaccio, tottering upon the verge of his own grave, casts off a 
worthy son, and the moi^t jealous husband is ready to give liis 
wife to shame, for lust of gold. 
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8 INTRODUCTION. 

A spirit like this was in ilie club at the Mermaid— founded, 
it is said, \,f Sir Walter Raleigh— in which Shakespeare and 
Beaumont and Fletcher were among Ben Jonson's companions. 
Beaumont, in lines to Ben Jonson, recalled 

what things we have teen 
Done at the Mermaid ! Heard words that have been 
So nimble and so full of subtle flame, 
As if that every one from whom Ihey came 
Had meant to pul his whole wil in a jest, 
>1 the rest 

Ben Jonson worked on under James I., but became weary of 
the audiences who sought plays of animal love, and so helped to 
quicken the departure of the earnest men whose presence had 
given strength to the best efforts of the players. The theatre 
declined in worth. Ben Jonson left it, and wrote Masques for the 
Court, but fell out with Inigo Jones, who provided the machinery 
for his Masques, lost favour at Court, and had a stroke of palsy 
added to his troubles just before Charles I. became King. 
Compelled to write again for the playgoers whom he openly 
despised, he gave them an opportunity for retort after their own 
kind, and wrote the indignant ode, "Come, Leave the Loathed 
Stage," which will be found at page3i3of this volume. The grace 
of his last years is in the fragment of "The Sad Shepherd." He died 
in August i6j7. The University of Oxford had, in 1619, paid 
honour to his learning by conferring on him the degree of Master 
of Arts, Like Milton, Ben Jonson had a mind so highly culti- 
vated that turns of thought or expression give evidence of his 
scholarship in every page he writes. Horace especially, Martial, 
Juvenal, Terence, Plautus, Lucian, ApoUonius peep out from 
many aline of sound English. Even St. Chrysoslom's Q kmIiv 
KOKViv KaxnjTov underlies the comic exclamation in the close 
of "The Silent Woman;" "This is worst of ail worst worsts ! " 
The spark of scholarship so flashed into the native humour of* 
the poet is anything but pedantry. It is a liner light in light, 
wit within wit. But it did, in his own time, greatly exercise the 
minds of feeble critics, who, if they ventured to strike at a phrase 
of Ben Jonson's, trembled as they did so, lest perchanc« they 
might hit Horace unawares. 

H. M. 
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The Alchemist. 



TO THE READER. 

If thou beest more, thou ait an underslander, and then I trust thee. If 
Ihoa art one thai lakest up, and but a pretender, beware of what hands 
Ihou receives! Ihy commodily : for thou nert never more fair in the way la 
be cozened Ihan in thi.^ age, in poeiry, e:ipecially in plays : wherein now 
the concupiscence of dances and of antics so reigiielh, as to run away ftoni 
Nature and be afraid of ber is the only point of Art that tickles Ihe 
spectators. But how out ol purpose and place do I name Art ? When Ihe 
[vofessors arc grown so obstinate contemners of it. and presuniers on their 
own naturals, as they are deriders of all diligence that way, and, by simple 
mocking ■( Ihe terms, when Ihey understand not the things, think to get off 
wittily with their ignorance. Nay. they are e: ■" ■' ' ■■ - ' 



s, by the many, through their excellent vice of judgment. 
IS th^ do fencers and wrestlers ; who. if Ihey 
ufiEic 111 i-uuuMiLuuaiy, juiu put lor il with a great deal of violeikce. are 
received for Ihe braver fellows : when many times their own rudeness is the 
cause of Iheir disgrace, and a little touch of tiieir adversary gives all that 
boistetous foree the foil t deny not but that these men, who always seek 
lo do nuire than enough, may sometime happen on something that is good 
umI great; but very seldom : and when it comes it dolh not recompense 
Ihe teat of their ilt. It sticks out, perhaps, and is more eminent, because 
all ii sordid and vile about it ; as lights are more discerned in a thick dark- 
ness IbsD a faint shadow. I speak not this out of a hope to do good to any 
man a|;unsl his will ; for I know, if it were put to the question of theirs 
and muK, the worse would find more sutfrages : because the most favour 



e between those that, to gain the opinion of copy, utter all they 
cm, however imlitly ; and those that use election and a mean. For it is 
3bI^ the disease of the unskilful lo think rude things greater than polished, 
-, ,„^r,:„,t .1 — composed. 



THE PERSONS OF THE PLAY. 



Kastril, (Ai aa^ry Boy. 
Dame Pliant, his Shitr. a 

Widow. 
Neighbours, Officers, Mutes. 



SCE N E — LoN DON, 
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THE ALCHEMIST. 
ARGUMENT. 



E a. 

A clieater and his ponlt ; who now Uioughl low, 
1. eaving their namut practice, were breoniH 
C ozeners at large ; and only wanting some 
H ouse 10 set tip. with him Ihey liere contract, 
E acli for a share, and all liegin to act. 
M uch company they draw, and much abuse, 
I n casting fisures, telling fortunes, news. 
S elli"g of flies, false pulling of the stone, 
. T ill it, and iiiey, and all in fume arc gone. 



PROLOGUE. 

Fortune, that favours fools, these two &hor( hours 

We wish away, both for your salies and ours, 
Judging Spectators ; and desire, in place, 

To the autlior justice, to ourselves but grace. 
^ Our scene is London, 'caase we would make known 

No country's mirth is belter than our own : 
No clime breeds belter matter, foe your bore, 

Shark, squire, impostor, many persons more. 
Whose manners, now called humours, feed (he stf^ 

And which \raxe still been subject for the rage 
Or spleen of comic winters. Though this pen 

Did never aim to grieve, but belter, men ; 
Hawe'er the age he lives in dotli endure 

Tbe vicoi that she breeds, above their cure. 
But when the wholesome remedies are sweet. 

And in their working gain and profit meet. 
He hopes to iind no spirit so much diseased 

But will with such fair cirrectives be pleased ; 
For here he doth not fear who can apply. 

If Ihere be any that will sil so nigli 
Unto the stream, to look what it doth run. 



Scene. \.—A Room in Lovkwit's HoHse. 
Enter Face, in a captaiiis uniform, with Ms sword dra-WH^ 
and SUGTI.E with a vial, quarrelling, and followed by DOL 
Common. 

Face. Believe 't, I will. 

Sub. Thy worst. I spit at thee. 

Dol. Have you your wits ? Why, gentlemen, for love— - 
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SCENE 1 ] THE ALCHEMIST. 

Fate. Sirrah, ni sti'ip you 

Sub. What 10 do? Lick figs 
Out at my 

Face. Rogue, rogue ■ — out of all your sleights. 

Dot. Nay, iook ye, sovereign, general, are you madmen ? 

Sub. Oh, let the wild sheep loose. I'll gum your silks 
With good strong water, an you come, 

Dal. Will you have 
The neighbours hear you f will you betray all ? 
Hark ! I I'.ear somebody. 

Face. Sirrah 

Sub. I shall mar 
All that the tailor has made, if you approach. 

Face. You most notorious whelp, you insolent slave, 
Dare you do this.' 

.Sub. Yes, faith ; yes, faith, 

Fac. Why, who 
Am 1, my mongrel ? Who am 1 ? 

.Shi;. I'll tell you, 
Since you know net yourself. 

Face. Speak lower, rogue. 

Sub. Yes, you were once (time's not long past) the good, 
Honest, plain, livery three pound thrum that kept 
Your nwster's worship's house here in the Friars, 
For the vacations 

Face. Will you be so loud ? 

Sub. Since, by my means, Iransfatcd suburb- captain. 

Face. By your means, doctor dog ! 

Sub. Within man's memory, 
M this I Speak of. 

Face. Why, 1 pray you, have I 
Been countenanced by you, or you by me ? 
Do but collect, sir, where I met you first. 

Sub. I do not hear well. 

Face. Not of this, I think it. 
But 1 shall put you in mind, sir ; — at Ke-Gorner, 
Taking your meal of steam in from cooks' stalls. 
Where, like ihe father of hunger, you did walk 
Piteously costive, wtth your pinch'd hom-nosc. 
And your complexion of (he Roman wash, 
Stuck full of black and melancholic worms, 
Like powder corns shot at the artillery yard. 

Sub. I wish you could advance your voice a little. 

Face. When you went pinti'd up in the several rags 
You had raked and pjck'd from dunghiils, before day ; 
Your feet in mouldy slippers, for your kibes ; 
A felt of rug, and a thin threaden' cloak, 
That scarce ivould cover your no buttocks 
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13 THE ALCHEMIST. [ACT t. 

Sub. So, sir ! 

Face. When al! your alchemy and your algebra, 
Your Biinerals, vegetals, and animals, 
Your conjuring, cozening, and your dozen of trades, 
Could not relieve your corps with so much linen 
Would make you tinder, but to see a fire, 
I gave you countenance, credit for your coals, 
Your stills, your glasses, your materials ; 
Built you a furnace, drew you customers. 
Advanced all your black arts ; lent you, beside, 
A house to practise in 

Sub. Your master's house ! 

Face. Where you have studied the more thriving skill 
Of cozening since. 

Sub. Yes, in your master's house. 
You and the rats here kept possession. 
Make it not strange. I know you were one could keep 
The buttery-hatch stili loek'd, and save the chippings, 
Sell the dole beer to aquavits men. 
The which, together with your Christmas vails 
At post-and-pair, your letting out of counters, 
Made you a pretty stock, some twenty marks. 
And gave you crMit to converse with cobwebs, 
Here, since your mistress' death hath broke Up house. 

Face. You might talk softlier, rascal. 

Sub. No, you scarab, 
I'll thunder you in pieces ; I will teach you 
How to beware to tempt a Fury again. 
That carries tempest in his hand and voice. 

Face. The place has made you valiant. 

Sub. No, your clothes.— 
Thou vermin, have 1 ta'en thee out of dung, 
So poor, so wretched, when no Jiving thing 
Would keep thee company, but a spider, or worse ? 
Rais'd tlice from brooms, and dust, and watering-pots. 
Sublimed thee, and exalted Ihee, and lix'd thee 
In the third region, call'd our state of grace 1 
Wrought thee to spirit, to quintessence, with pains 
Would twice have won me the Philosopher's work 1 
Put thee in words and fashion, made thee fit 
For more than ordinary fellowships ? 
Giv'n thee thy oaths, thy quarrelhng dimensions. 
Thy rules to cheat at horse-race, cockpit, cards, dice, 
Or whatever gallant tincture else ? 
Made thee a second in mine own great art ? 
And have I this for thanks ; Do you rebel. 
Do you fly out in the projection ? 
Would you be gone now? 
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SCENE 1.] THE ALCHEMIST. 

Dot. Gentiemen, what mean you? 
Will you mar all? 

Sub. Slave, thou hadst had no name 

Dol. Will you undo yourselves with civil war ? 

Sub, Never been known, past equi cUbanunty 
The heat of horse-dung, under fcround, in cellars, 
Or an ale-house darker than deaf John's; been lost 
To all mankind but laundresses and tapsters, 
Had not I been. 

Dol. Do you know who hears you, sovereign ? 

Face. Sirrah 

Dol. Nay, general, I thought you were civil. 

Face. I shall turn desperate if you grow thus loud. 

Sub, And hang thyself, I care not. 

Face. Hang thee, colher. 
And all thy pots and pans, in picture, 1 will. 
Since thou hast moved me 

Dol. Oh, this will o'erthrow all. 

Face. Write thee up bawd in Paul's, have all thy tricks 
Of coiening with a hollow coal, dust, scrapings. 
Searching for things lost, with a sieve and shears. 
Erecting figures in your rows of houses. 
And taking in of shadows with a glass, 
Told in red letters ; and a face cut for thee 
Worse than Gamaliel Ratsey's. 

Dol. Are you sound? 
Have you your senses, masters ? 

Face. I will have 
A book, but barely reckoning thy impostures, 
Shall prove a true philosopher's stone to printers. 

Sub. Away, you trencher-rascal I 

Face. Out, you logleech! 
The vomit of all prisons 

Dol. Will you be 
Vour own destructions, gentlemen f 

Face. Still spewed out 
For lying too heavy on the basket. 

Sub. Cheater ! 

Face. Bawd ! 

Sub. Cowherd ! 

Face. Conjurer ! 

Sub. Cut-purse ! 
Face. Witch! 
Dol. O me 1 
We are ruin'd, lost \ Have you no more regard 
To your reputations? Where's your judgment ? 'Slight 

Have yet some care of me, of your republic 

Face. Ivsxf this brach ! I'll bring thee, rogue, within 
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14 THE ALCHEMIST. [act I. 

The statute of sorcerj', tricesimo tertio 
Of Harry the Eightli : ay, and perhaps thy neck 
Within a noose, for laundring gold and barbing it. 
DoL ySnatches Face's sword^ You'll bring your head within 
a cockscomb, will you? 
And you, sir, with your menstrue, {Dashes Subtle'3 vial out 

of his kand^ Galher it up. — ■ 
'Sdeath, you abominable pair of stinkards. 
Leave off your barking, and grow one again, 
'■' Or, by the light that shines, I'll cut your throats. 
I'll not be made a prey unto the marshal 
For ne'er a snarling dog.bolt of you both. 
Have you together cozen'd all this while, 
And all the world, and shall it now be said 
You've made most courteous shift to cozen yourselv es ? 
You will accuse him ! you will bring him in [ To Face. 

Wifhin the statute ? Who shall take your word ? 
A rascal, upstart, apocryphal captain, 
Whom not a Puritan in Blackfriars will tntst 
So much as for a feather : and you, too, [ To SUBTLE. 

Will give the cause, forsooth ! you will insult, 
And claim a primacy in the divisions ! 
You must be chief ! as if you only had 
The powder to project with, and the work 
Were not begun out of equality .' 
The venture tripartite ? ati things in common ? 
Without priority ? 'Sdeath ! you perpetual curs, 
Fall to your couples again, and cozen kindly, 
And heartily, and lovin^y, as you should. 
And lose not the beginning of a term. 
Or, by this hand, 1 shall grow factious loo. 
And take my part, aiid quit you. 

Face. 'Tis his fault ; 
He ever murmurs, and objects his pains, 
And says, the weight of all lies upon him. 

Sub, Wliy, so it does. ' 

Dot. How does it f Do not we 
Sustain our parts ? 

Sub. Yes, but they are not equal. 

Dot. Why, if your part exceed to-day. I hope 
Ours may to-morrow match it. 

Sub. Ay, lliey may. 

Dal. May, murmuring mastiff I 
Help me to throttle him. 

Sub. Dorothy I Mistress Dorothy ! 
'Ods precious, ]'U do anything. What do you meai 

Dot. Because o' your fermentation and cibalioii ? 

Sub. Not 1, by heaven 
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SCENE I.] THE ALCHEMIST. 15 

Dol. Your Sol and Luna Help me. \To Face, 

Sub. Would I were haiig'd then ! I'll conform myself, 
Dol. Will you, sir ? -Do so then, and quickly : swear. 
Sub. What should I swear ? 
Dol. To leave your faction, sir. 

And labour kindly in the common work. 

■ Sub. Let me not breathe if I meant aught beside. 

I only used those speeches as a spur 

Dol. I hope we need no spurs, sir. Do we? 

Face. 'Slid, prove to-day who shall shark best. 

Sub. Agreed. 

Dol. Yes, and work close and friendly. 

Sub. 'Slight, the knot 
Shall grow the stronger for this breach, with me. 

[They shake hands, 
r Dol. Why, so, my good baboons ! Shall we go make 
I A sort of sober, scurvy, precise neighbours, 
\That scarce have smiled twice since the king came in, 
\A feast of laughter at our follies ? Rascals 
Would run themselves from breath to see me ride, 
Or you t" have but a hole to thrust your heads in. 
For which you shoulipay ear-rent ? No, agree. 
And may don Provost jride a feasting long 
In his old velvet jerkin and slain'd scarfs, 
My noble sovereign and worthy general, ' 
Ere we contribute a new crewel garter 
To his most worsted worship. 

Sub. Royal Dol ! /] 
Spoken like Claridianaj and thyself. 

Face. For wnicli at supper thou shalt sit in triumph. 
And not be styled Dol Common, but Dol Proper, 
Dol Singular : the longest cut at night 
Shall draw thee for his Doll Particular. [_BeH ringi without. 

Stcb. Who's that? One rings. To the window, Dol. \_Exit 
Dol.] I'ray heaven 
The master do not trouble us this quarter. 

Face. Oh, fear not him. While there dies one a week 
0' the plague, he's safe from thinking toward London : 
Beside, he's busy at his hop-y.irds now; 
I had a letter from him. If he do. 
He'll send such word for airing of the house 
As you shall have sufficient time to quit it ; 
Though ive break up a fortnight, 'tis no matter. 

Re-enter Dol. 
Sub. Who is it Dol ? 
Dol. A fine young qundling. 
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16 THE ALCHEMIST. [ACT I. 

Pace. Oh, 
My lawyer's clerk 1 lighted on last night 
In Holborn, at the Dagger. He would have 
(I told yOQ of him) a familiar, 
T© rifle with at horses, and ivin cups. 

Dol. Oh, let him in. 

Sub. Stay. Who shall do 't? 

Face. Get you 
Your robes on : I will meet him as going out. 

Dol. And what shall I do? 

Face. Not be seen ; away 1 L^*'' DOL. 

Seem you very reseiYd. 

Sub. Enough. {Exit, 

Face. [Aloud and retiring.^ God be wi'yo"! sir, 
I pray you, let him know that I was here : 
His name is Dapper. I would gladly have staid, but 

Dap. [ Within!\ Captain, I am here. 

Face. Who's that?— He's come, I think, doctor. 

EnUr Dapper. 
Good faith, sir, I was going away. 

Dap. In truth, 
I am very sorry, captain. 

Face. But I thought 
" Sure I should meet you. 

Dap. Ay, I am vei-y glad. 
1 had a scurvy writ or two to make. 
And i had lent my watch last night to one 
That dines to-day at the sheriffs, and so was robVd 
Of my pastime. 

Re-enter Subtle, in his velvet cap and gown. 
Is this the cunnning-man f 
Face. This is his worship. 
Dap. Is he a doctor ? 

Dap. And you have broke with him, captain ? 

Face. Pvj. 

Dap. And how ? 

Face. Faith, he does make the matter, sir, so dainty 
I know not what to say. 

Dap. Not so, good captain. 

Face. Would I were fairly rid of it, believe me. 

Dap. Nay, now you grieve me, sir. Why should you wish so? 
I dare assure you, I'll not be ungrateful. 

Face. I cannot think you will, sir. But the law 
Is such a thing— and then he says, Read's matter 
Falling so lately — 
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Dap. Read ! he was an ass, 
And dealt, sir, with a foal. 

.Face. It was a clerk, sir. 

Dap. A clerk ! 

Face. Nav, hear me, sir, you know the law 
Better, I think ■ 

Dap. I should, sir, and the danger : 
You know, I showed the statute to you. 

Face. You did so. 

Dap. And will I tell then ! By this hand of flesh, 
Would it might never write good court-hand more, 
If I discover. What do you think of me. 
That 1 am a Chiause .' 

Face. What's that ? 

Dap. The Turk was here. 
As one would say, do you think I am a Turk ? 

Face. I'l! tell the doctor so. 

Dap. Do, good sweet captain. 

Face. Come, noble doctor, pray thee, let 's prevail ; 
This is the gentleman, and he is no chiause. 

S-nb. Captain, I have return'd you all my answer. 
I would do much, sir, for your love; but this 
I neither may nor can. 

Face. Tut, do not say so. 
You deal now with a noble fellow, doctor, 
One that will thank you richly, and he is no chiause. 
Let that, sir, move you. 

Sub. Pray you, forbea r 

Face. He has 
Four angels here. 

Sub. You do me wrong, good sir. 

Face. Doctor, wherein ? to tempt you with these spirits? 

Sub. To tempt my art and love, sir, to my peril 
'Fore heaven, I scarce can think you are my friend. 
That so would draw me to apparent danger. 

Face. I draw you ! A horse draw you, and a halter, 
You, and your flies together 

Dap. Nay, good captain. 

Face. That know no difference of men. 

Sub. Good words, sir. 

Face. Good deeds, sir, Doctor Dogs-meat. 'Slight, I bringyou 
No cheating Clim of the Cloughs, or Claribels, 
That look as big as five-and-fifty, and flush ; 
And spit out secrets like hot custard 

Dap. Captain ! 

Face. Nor any melancholic under-scribe, 
Shall tell the vicar, but a special gentle, 
That is the hejr to forty marks a year. 
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Consoris with the small poets of the time, 

Is the sole hope of his old grandmother ; 

That knows the law, and writes you six fair hands. 

Is a fine clerk, and has his cyphering perfect, 

Will take his oath o' the Greek Testament, 

If need be, in his pocket ; and can court 

His mistress out of Ovid. 

Dap. Nay, dear captain 

Face. Did you not tell me so ? 

Dap. Yes ; but I'd have you 
Use Master Doctor with some more respect 

Face. Hang him, proud stag, with his broad velvet liead ! — 
But for your sake, I'd ciioke ere I would change — 

An article of breath with such a puckfist : • 
Come, let's be gone, [Going. 

Siii. Pray you, let me speak with you. 

Dap. His worship calls you, captain. 

Face. I am sorry 
1 e'er embark'd myself in such a business. 

Dap. Nay, good sir ; he did call you. 

Face. Will he take then ? 

Sub. First, hear me 

Face. Not a syllable, 'less you take. 

Sub. Pray you, sir 

Face. Upon no terms, but an assumpsit. 

Sub. Your humour must be law. [He takes the four anirds. 

Face. Why, now, sir, talk. 
Now I dare hear you with mine honour. Speak. 
So may this gentleman too. 

Sub. Why, sir \Offcring to whisper FACE. 

Face. No whispering. 

Sub. 'Fore heaven, you do not apprehend the loss 
You do yourself in this. 

Face. Wherein ,' for what ? 

Sub. Marry, to be so importunate for one 
That, when he has it, will undo you all ; 
■ He'll win lip all the money in the town. 

Face. How ! , 

Sub. Yes, and blow up' gamester after gameste^-' 
As they do crackers in A.pup pet play. ,y^ 

If I do give him a familiar, ~^^~~ ^ 

Give you him all you play for ; never set !iim ; 
For he will have it. 

Face. You are mistaken, doctor. 
Why he does ask one but for cups and horses 
A rifling fly ; none of your great familiars. 

Dap. Yes, captain, I would have it for ail games. 

Sub. 1 told you so. 
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Face. [Taking DAP. aside.] 'Slight, that is a new bus 
I understood you, a tame bird, to fly 
Twice in a term, or so, on Friday nights, 
When you had left the office, for a nag 
Of forty or fifty shillings. 

Dap. Ay, 'tis true, sir ; 
But 1 do think now I shall leave the law, 
And therefore 

Face. Why, this changes quite the case. 
Do you think that I dare move him ? 

Dap. If you ptease, sir ; 
Ail's one to him, I sec. 

Face. What 1 for that money ? 
I cannot with my conscience ; nor should you 
Make the request, methinks. 

Dap. No, sir; I mean 
To add consideration. 

Face. Why, then, sir, 
I'll try. [Com/,? Subtle.] Say that it were for all games. 

Sub. I say then, not a mouth shall eat for him 
At any ordinary, but on the score. 
That is a gaming mouth, conceive me. 

Face. Indeed 1 

Sub. He'll draw you all the treasure of the realm, 
If it be set him. 

Face. Speak you (his from art ? 

Sub. Ay, sir, and reason too, the ground of art, 
He is of the only best complexion 
The Oueen of Faiiy loves. 

Face. What ! Is lie ? 

Sab. Peace. 
Hell overhear you. Sir, should she but see him— 

Face. What ? 

Sub- Donot you tell him. 

Face. Will he win at cards too ? 

Sub. The spirits of dead Holland, living Isaai, 
You'd swear were in him ; such a vigorous luck 
As cannot be resisted. 'Slight, he'll put 
Six of your gallants to a eloke, indeed. 

Face. A strange success, that some man shall be born 

Suh. He hears you, man 

Dap. Sir, I'll not be ungrateful. 

Face. Faith, I have confidence in his good nature ; 
You hear, he says he will not he ungrateful. 

Sub. Why, as you please ; my venture follows yours. 

Faee. Troth, do it, doctor ; think him trusty, and maki 
He may make us both happy in an hour ; 
Win some five thousand pounds, and send us two on 't. 
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Dap. Believe it, and I will, sir. 

Face. And you shall, sir. \Takes him aside. 

You have heard all ? 

Dap. No, what was 't ? Nothing, I, sir. 

Face. Nothing ! 

Dap. A little, sir. 

Face. Well, a rare star 
Reigned at your birth. 

Dap. At mine, sit ! No. 

Face. The doctor 
Swears that you are 

Sub. Nay, capfain, you'll tel! all now. 

Face. Allied to the Queen of Fairy, 

Dap. Who ? that I am ? 
Believe it no such matter 

Face. Yes, and that 
You were born with a caul on your head. 

Dap. Who says so ? 

Face. Come, 
You know it well enough, though you dissemble it. 

Dap. I'fac, I do not : you are mistaken. 

Face. How ! 
Swear by your fac ? And in a thing so known 
Unto the doctor? How shall we, sir, trust you 
In the other matter .'' can we ever think, 
When you have won five or six thousand pounds, 
You'll send us shares in 't, by this rate ? 

Dap. By Jove, sir, 
I'll win ten thousand pounds, and send you half, 
r fac 's no oath. 

Sufi. No, no ; he did but jest. 

Face. Go to. Go thank the doctor : he's your friend, 

Dap. 1 thank his worship. 

Face. So ! 
Another angel. 

Dap. Must I > 

Face. Must you ! 'Slight, 
What else is thanks ? Will you be trivial .' — Doctor, 

[Dapper ^Wj Aim the money. 
When must he come for his familiar? 

Dap. Shall I not have it with me ? 

Sub. Oh, good sir ! 
There must a world of ceremonies pass ; 
You must be bath'd and fumigated first : 
Besides, the Queen of Fairv does not rise 
Til! it be noon. 

Face, Not, if she danced, to-night. 
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Sub. And she must bless It. 

Face. Did you never see 
Her royal grace yet ? 

Dap. Whom ? 

Face. Your aunt of Fairy ? 

Sub. Not since she kissed him in the cradle, captain ; 
I can resolve you that. 

Face. Well, see her grace, 
Whate'er it cost you, for a thing that I know. 
It will be somewhat hard to compass ; but 
However, see her. You are made, belie\'e it. 
If you can see her. Her grace is a lone woman. 
And very rich ; and if she take a fancy. 
She will do strange things. See her at any hand. 
'Slid, she may hap to leave you all she has : 
It is the doctor's fear. 

Dap. How will 't be done, then .■' 

Face. Let me alone, take yoa no thought. Do you 
But say to me, Captain, I'll see her grace. 

Dap. Captain, I'll see her grace. 

Face. Enough. [Knocking tvilhin. 

Sub. Who's there ? 
Anon.— Conduct him forth by the back way. [Asit/e to Face. 
Sir, against one o'clock prepare yourself^*"- 
Till when you must be fasting; only take 
Three drops of vinegar in at your nose, 
Two at your mouth, and one at either ear ; 
Then bathe your fingers' end and wash your eyes, 
To sharpen your five senses, and cry hum 
Thrice, and then buz as often ; and then co me. \_Exit. 

Face. Can you remember this ? ' ' 

Dap. I warrant you. 

Face. Well then, away. It is but your bestowing 
Some twenty nobles 'mong her grace's servants. 
And put on a clean shirt : you do not know 
What grace her grace may do you in clean hnen. 

[Exeunt FACE and Dapper. 

Sub. [WitJtin.'] Come in ! Good wives, 1 pray you forbearme 

Troth I can do you no good till afternoon. 

Re-enUrs, followed by Drugger, 
What is your name, say you — Abel Drugger ? 

Drug. Yes, sir. 

Sub. A seller of tobacco? 

Drug. Yes, sir. 

Sub. Umph ! 
Free of the grocers ? 
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Dnig. Av, an 't please you. 

Sub. Weil 

Yoiir business, Abel? 

Drug. This, an 't please your worship ; 
I am a young beginner, and am building 
Of a new shop, an 't like your worship, just 

At corner of a street ;— Here is the plot on 't— 

And I would know by art, sir, of your wgrsiupf— — "^ 
Which way I should make my door, by^ necromancy, ^ 
And where my shelves ; and which should be lor boxes^ 
And which for pots. I would be glad lo thrive, sir ; 
And I was wish'd to your worship by a gentleman, 
One Captain Face, that says you know men's planets, 
And their good angels, and their bad. 

Sub. I do, 

If I do see them 

Re-enter Face. 

Face. What I my honest Abel f 
Thou art well met here. 

Drtig. Troth, sir, 1 was speaking, 
Just as your worship came here, of yotir worship : 
I pray you, speak for me to Master Doctor. 

face. He shall do anything, — Doctor, do you hear.' 
This is my friend, Abel, an honest fellow ; 
He lets me have good tobacco, and he does not 
Sophisticate it with sack-lees or oil. 
Nor washes it in muscadel and grains, 
Nor buries it in gravel underground, 
Wrapp'd up in greasy leather or sour clouts ; 
But keeps it in fine lily pots, that, open'd, 
Smell like conser\*e of roses or French beans. 
Ho has his maple block, his silver tongs, 
Winchester pipes, and fire of Juniper : 
A neat, spruce, honest fellow, and no goldsmith. 

Sub. He is a fortunate fellow, that I am sure on. 

Face. Already, sir, have you found it ? Lo thee, Abel I 

Sub. And in right way toward riches 

Face. .Sir ! 

Sub. This summer 
He will be of the clothing trf his company. 
And next spring calt'd to the scarlet ; spend what he can. 

Face. What, and so little beard.' 

Sub. Sir, you must think 
He may have a receipt to make hair come ; 
Diit he'll be wise, preserve his youth, and fine for't ; 
His fortune looks for him another way. 

Face. 'Slid, doctor, how canst thou know this so soon ? 
1 am amused at that ! 
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Sui. By a rule, captain, 
In metoposcopy, which I do work by ; 
A" certain star in the forehead, which you see not. 
Your chestnut or your ollve-colour'd face 
Does never fail ; and your long ear doth promise. 
1 knew 't by certain spots, too, in his teeth. 
And on the nail of his mercnrial linger, 

Fiic^. Which finger's that ? 

Sai. His little finger. Look. 
You were born upon a Wednesday ? 

Druff. Yes, indeed, sir. 

Sub'. The thumb, in cliiromancy, we give Venus ; 
The fore-finger to Jove ; the midst to Saturn ; 
The ring to Sol ; the least to Mercury, 
Who was the lord, sir, of his horoscope. 
His house of life being Libra ; which fore-showed 
He should be a merchant, and should trade with balance. 

Face. Why, this is strange ! Is it not, honest NabP 

Sub. There is a ship now coming from Ormus 
That shall vield him such a commodity 
Of drugs. This is the iv ■ - ■ ■ 

Drug. Yes, sir- 

Sub. And those are your two sides .'' 

Drug. Ay, sir. 

Sub. Make me your door, then, south ; jour broadside, nest ; 
And on the east side of your sliop, aloft, 
Write Mathlai, Tarmiel, and Baraborat ; 
Upon the north part, Rael, Velel, Thiel. 
They are the names of those mercurial spirits 
That do fright flies from boxes, 
J^rug. Yes, sir. 

Sub. And 
Beneath your threshold bury me a loadstone 
To draw in gallants tliat wear spurs : the rest 
They'll seem to follow. 

Face. That's a secret, Nab ! 

Sub. And on your stall, a puppet, with a vice 
And a court-fucus to call city-dames : 
Vou shall deal much with minerals. 

Di-ug. Sir, I have 
At home, already 

Sub. Ay, I know you have arsenic, 
Vitriol, sal-tartar, argaile, alkali, 
Cinoper ; I know all. — This fellow, captain. 
Will come, in time, to be a sreat distiller, 
And give assay— I will not say directly. 
But very fair— at the philosopher's stone. 
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Face. Wh>-, liow now, Abel ! is this true? 

Drug. Good captain, 
What must I give ? \Aside to Face. 

Face. Nay, I'll not counsel thee. — , 

Thou hear'st what wealth— (he says, spend what thou canst)— 
Thou'rt like to come to. 

Drug. I would gi' liim a crown. 

Face. A crown ! and toward such a fortune ? Heart, 
Thou shall rather gi' him thy shop. No gold about thee ? 

Drug. Yes, I have a portague I have kept this half-year. 

Face. Out on thee, Nab ! 'Slight, there was such an offer— 
Shalt keep 't no longer, I'll give 't him for thee. Doctor, 
Nab prays your worship (o drink this, and swears 
He will appear more grateful as your skill 
Does raise bim in the world. 

Drug. I would entreat 
Another favour of his worship. 

Face. What is 't, Nab ? 
■—''Drrtg. But to look over, sir, my almanac, 
And cross out my ill days, that I may neither 
Bargain nor trust upon them. 

Face. That he shall. Nab ; 
. Leave it. it shall be done 'gainst afternoon. 

Sub. And a direction for his shelves. 

Face. Now, Nab, 
Art thou well pleased. Nab ? 

Drug. 'Thank, sir, both your worships. 

Face. Away.— \Exit Drugger, 

-''Why, now, you smoky persecutor of nature 1 
Now do you see that something 's to be done 
Beside your beech-coal and your corsive waters, 
Your crosslets, crucibles, and cucurbites ? 
You must have stuff brought home to you, to work on ; 
And yet you think 1 am at no expense 
In searching out these feins, then following them. 
Then trying them out. 'Fore God, my intelligence 
Costs me more money than my share oft comes to, 
^In these rare works. 

Sub. You are pleasant, sir. 



Re-enter DOL. 



W/. Yor 



Yonder fishwife 
Will not away. And there's your giantess. 
Come out of Lambeth. 

Sub. Heart, I cannot speak with them. 

Dol. Not afore night, 1 have told them it 
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Thorough the trunk, like one of your familiars. 
But I have spied Sir Epicure Mammon 

Sub, Where? 

Dol. Coming along, at far end of the lane. 
Slow of his feet, but earnest of his tongue 
To one that 's with him. 

Sub. Face, go you, and shift. 
Do!, you must presently make ready too. 

Dol. Why, what 's the matler ? 

Sub. Oh, I did look for him 
With the sun's rising : marvel he could sl^|£ ; 
This is the day I am to perfect for him 
The magisterium, our great work, the sione ; 
And yield it, made, into his hands ; of which 
He has this month talk'd as he were possess'd. 
And now he 's dealing pieces on 't away. — 
Methinks I see him entering ordinaries, 
Dispensing for the pox and plaguy houses. 
Reaching his dose, walking Moorfields for lepers, 
And offering citizens' wives pomander bracelets. 
As his preservative, made of the elixir ; 
Searching the spital, to make old bones young ; 
And the highways for beggars to make rich : 
I see no end of his labours. He will make 
Nature asham'd of her long sleep ; when art, 
Who 's but a step-dame, sliall do more than she^. 
In her best love to mankind, ever could ; 
If his dream lasts, he'll turn the age to gold. 



•— ACT II. 

Scene \.—An Outer Room in LovEwri^s Hotiu. 

Enter Sir Epicure Mammon and Surt.v. 

Mam. Come on, sir. Now, you set your foot on shore 
In Novo Orbe; here 's the rich Peru : 
And there within, sir, are the golden mines. 
Great Solomon's Ophir I he was sailing to 't, 
Three years, but we have realch'd it in ten months. 
This is the day wherein, to all my friends,*"" 
1 will pronounce the happy word, Re RICH ; 
This day you shall be spectatissimi. 
You shall no more deal with the hollow dye 
Or the frail card. No more be at charge of keeping 
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The house of call for the young heir. No more 

Shall thirst of satin, or the covetous hunger 

Of velvet entrails for a nide-spun cloak, 

To be display'd at Madam Augusta's, make 

The sons of Sword and Hazard fall before 

The jolden calf, and on their knees, whole nights, 

Co'.iimit idolatry with wine and trumpets : 

Or r,o a feasting, after drum and ensign. 

No more of this. You shall start up young viceroys, 

And Gave your punks and punketees, my Surly. 

And unto thee I speak it first, Be rich. 

Where is my Subtle, there ? Within, ho \ 

Face. {Witkin7\ Sir, he'll come to you by and by. 

Mam. That is his fire-dtake, 
His Lungs, his Zephyrus, he that puffs his coals, 
Till he firk nature up, in her own centre. 
You are not faithful, sir. This night I'll change 
■"All that is metal, in my house, to gold : 
And early in the morning will I send 
To all the plumbers and the pewterers, 
And buy their tin and lead tip ; and to Lothbury 
For all the copper. 

Stir, What, and turn that too ? 

Mam. Yes, and I'll purchase Devonshire and Comwall, 
And make them perfect Indies ! You admire now ? 

Sur, No, faith. 

Mam. But when you see th' effects of the Great Medicine, 
Of which one part projected on a hundred 
Of Mercurjf, or Venus, or the moon. 
Shall turn it to as many of the sun ; 
Nay, to a thousand, so ad infinitum : 
Vou will believe me. 

Sur. Yes, when I see 't I will. 
But if my eyes do coien me so, and I 
Giving them no occasion, sure I'll have 
A crow shall pluck them out next day. 

Mam. Ha ! why ? 
Do you think 1 fable with you? I assure you. 
He that has once the flower of the sun. 
The perfect ruby, which we call elixir, 
Not only can do that, but by its virtue 
- Can confer honour, love, respect, long life ; 
Give safety, valour, yea, and victory, 
To whom he will In eight and twenty days, 
ril make an old man of fourscore a child. 

Sur. No doubt ; he 's that already. 

Mam. Nay, I mean, 
Restore his j-ears, renew him, like an eagle, 
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To the fifili age ; make him get sons and daughters, 
Yoims 5,'iants i as our philosophers have done, 
The ancient patriarchs, afore the flood, 
]Jut talking, once a week, on a knife's point. 
The C|ua.ntity of a grain of mustard of it ; 
Become stout Marses, and beget young Cupids. 

Sur. The decay'd vestals of Pict-hatch would thank you. 
That keep the fire alive there. 

Mam. 'Tis the secret 
Of nature naturiied 'gainst ail infections, 
Cures ali diseases coming of all causes ; 
A month's grief in a day, a year's in twelve ; 
And fjf what age soever, in a month ; 
Past all the doses of your drugging doctors. 
I'll undertake, withal, to fright the plague 
Out of the kingdom in three months. 

Sur. And I'll 
Be bound the players shall sing your praises th«i 
Without their poets. 

Mti?n. Sir, 1 '11 do 't. Meantime, 
I'll give away so much unto my man 
Shall serve the whole city with preservative 
Weekly ; each house his dose, and at the rate 

Sur. As he tliat built the waterivork does with water? 

Mam. Vou are incredulous. 
/"^ Sur. Faith, I have a humour x 

/ I would not willingly be guU'd, Your stone J 
\ Cannot transmute me. —^ 

Mam. Pertinax, Surly, v 

Will you believe antiquity ? records ? \ 
PIl snow you a book where Moses and his sister. 
And Solomon have written of the art ; j. 

Ay, and a treatise penn'd by Adam -""^ 

Sur. How ! 

Mam. Of the philosopher's stone, and in High Dutch. 

Sur. Did Adam write, sir, in High Dutch ? 

Mam. He did ; 

'hich proves it was the primitive tongue. 

Sur. What paper? 

Mam. On cedar board. 

Sur. Oh, that indeed, they say 
Will last 'gainst worms. 

Mam. ' Tis like your Irish wood 
'Gainst cobweba. i have a ptece of Jason's fleece toi^ 
Which was no other than a book of alchemy, 
Writ in large sheepskin, a good fat rain-veiium. 
Such was Pythagoras' thi^ Pandora's tub, 
And all that fable of Medea's istuRiu, 



oy Google 



28 THE ALCHEMIST. 

The manner of our work ; the bulls, our furnace, 
Still breathing fire ; our argent-vive, the dragon : 
The dragoti's teeth, mercury sublimate, 
That keeps the whiteness, hardness, and the bitihg ; 
And they are Eather'd into Jason's helm. 
The alembic, and then sow'd in Mars his field, 
And thence sublimed so often, till they're iix'd. 
Both this, the Hesperian garden, Cadmus' story, 
Jove's shower, the boon of Midas, Argus' eyes, 
Boccace his Demogoi^ofi, thousands more. 
Ail abstract riddles of out stone.— 

Enter Face as a Servant. O ( 

Do we succeed ? Is our day come ? and holds it ; 

Face. The evening will set red upon you, sir ; 
You liave colour for it, crimson ; the red ferment 
Has done his office ; three hours lience prepare you 
To see projection. 

Mam. Pertinax, my Surly, 
Again I say to thee aloud, Be rich. 
This day thou shall have ingots ; and to-morrow 
Give lords th' affront. — Is it, my Zephyrus, right ? 
Blushes the bolt's head.' 

Face. Like a wench with child, sir, 
That were but now discover'd to her master. 

Mam. Excellent witty Lungs !— my only care is. 
Where to get stuff enough now to project on ; 
,This town will not half serve me. ' 

Face. No,sir! Buy \^, ^ 

The covering off o' churches. ~ ' • ■ ' ' 

Mam. That's true. 

Let them stand bare, as do their auditory ; 
Or cap them, new, with shingles. 

Mam. No, good thatch ; 
Thatch will lie light upon the rafters, Lungs.— 
Lungs, I will manumit thee from the furnace ; 
1 wiB restore thee thy complexion. Puff, 
Lost in the embers ; and repair this brain. 
Hurt with the fume o' the metals. 

Face. I have blown, sir. 
Hard for your worship ; thrown by many a coal. 
When 'twas not beech ; weigh'd those I put in, just, 
To keep your heat still even ; these bleared eyes 
Have waked to read your several colours, sir. 
Of the pale citron, the green lion, the crow. 
The peacock's tail, the plumed swan. 
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Mam. And, lastly. 
Thou hast descried the flower, the sanguis agni? 

Face. Yes, sir. 

Mam. Where's master ? 

Face. At his prayers, sir, he ; 
Good man, he's doing his devotions 

Mam. Lungs, I will set a period 
To all thy labours ; thou shalt be the master 
Of my ser ag lio. '"> 

Face, liood, sir. 

Mam. But, do you hear ? 
I'll geld you, Lungs. ~} 

Face. Yes, sir. 

Mam. For I do mean \ 

To have a list of wives and concubines \ 
E»[ual with Solomon, who had the stone V 
Alike with me ; and I will make me a back 
With the elixir, tough as Hercules. ' 

Thou art sure thou saw'st it hlood? 

Face. Both blood and spirit, sir. 

Mam. I will have ail my beds blown up, not stu 
Down is too hard : and then, mine oval room 
Fill'd with such pictures as Tiberius took 
From Elephantis, atid dull Aretine 
But coldly imitated. Then, my glasses 
Cut in more subtle angles, to disperse 
And multiply the figures, as I walk --j 

Naked between my succubie. My mists 
I'll have of perfume)' vapilired 'bout the roam, 
To lose ourselves in ; and my baths, like pits 
To fall into ; from whence we will come forth, 
And roil us dry in gossamer and roses. — 
Is it arrived at ruby ?— Where I spy 
A wealthy citizen, or rich lawyer, \ 

Have a sublimed pure wife, unto that fellow '. 
I'll send a thousand pounds to make her mine. ^ 

Face. And 1 shall carry it ? 

Mam. No. I'll have no aids. 
But fathers and mothers ; they will do it best, 
Best of all others. And my flatterers 
Shall be the pure and gravest of divines 
That I can get for money. My mere fools, 
Eloquent burgesses ; and then my poets. 
The same that writ so subtly of foul wind, 
Whom I will entertain still for that subject. 
The few that would give out themselves to be 
Court and towi) rakes, and everywhere belie 
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Ladies who are known most innocent for them , 

Those wiil I beg to make me eimuchs of; 

And they shall fan me with ten ostrich tails 

Apiece, made in a plume to gather wind. 

We will be brave, Puff, now we have the med'cine. 

My meat shall all come in in Indian shells, 

Dishes of agate set in gold, and studded 

With emeralds, sapphires, hyacinths and rubies. 

The tongues of carps, dormice, and camels' heels, 

Uoiled in the spirit of Sol and dissolv'd pearl, 

Apicins' diet, 'gainst the epilepsy : 

And I wilt cat these broths with spoons of amber, 

Headed with diamond and carbuncle. 

My foot-boy shall eat pheasants, calvered salmons, 

Knots, godwits, lampreys : I myself will have 

The beards of barbels served instead of salads; 

Oiled mushrooms, and the swelling unctuous paps 

Of a fat pregnant sow, newly cut off, 

Drest with an exquisite and poignant sauce ; 

For which I'll say unto my cook, There's gold : 

Go forth, and be a knight. 

Face. Sir, I'll go look 
A little how it heightens. 

Mam. Do. — My shirts 
I'll have of taffeta-sarsnet, soft and light 
As cobwebs ; and for all my other raiment, 
It shall be such as might provoke the Persian, 
Were he to teach the world riot anew. 
My gloves of tishes and birds' skins, perfumed 

Tith gums of paradise and eastern air— 
Stir. And do you think to have the stone with this .-' 
Mani. No, I do think t' have all this with the stone. 
■ Sur. Why, I have heard he must be komo/rugi, 
A pious, holy, and religious man, 
One free from mortal sin, a very virgin. 
> Mam. That makes it, sir ; he is so : but I buy it ; 
My venture brings it me. He, honest wretch, 
A notable, superstitious, good soul, 
, Has worn his knees bare and his slippers b^d 
With prayer and fasting for it ; and, sir, let him 
Do it alone, for me, stillj Hcre-he comes. 
Not a profane word afore him : 'tis poison. — 

£?i/£r Subtle, 5. /j ' 

Good -morrow, father. 

Sub. Gentle son, good-morrow. 
And to your friend there. What is he, is with yoa? 
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Mam. An heretic, that I did bring along, 
In hope, sir, to convert him. 
■ Stib. Son, I douljt -1 

You are covetous, that thus you meet your time ^ 
In the just point ; prevent your day at morning. A 
This aigues something worthy of a fear / 

Of importune and carnal appetite. 
Take heed you do not cause the blessing leave you, 
With your ungovern'd haste, i should be sorry 
To see my labours, not even at perfection. 
Got by long watching and large patience, 
Not prosper where my love and zeal hath placed them. 
Which (heaven I call to witness, with yourself, 
To whom I have poured my thoughts) m all my ends 
Have look'd no way but unto public good. 
To pious uses, and dear charity, 
Now grown a prodigy with men. Wherein 
If you, my son, should now prevaricate, / 
And to your own particular lusts employ ' 
So great and catholic a bliss, be sure . 
A curse will follow, yea, and overtake / 
Your subtle and most secret ways. 

'Mitm. I know, sir ; 
You shall not need to fear me : I but come 
To have you confute this gentleman. 

Sttr. Who is, 
Indeed, sir, somewhat costive of belief 
Toward your stone ; would not be gulled, 

Stib. Well, son. 
All that I can convince him in is this. 
The WOKK IS DONE, bright Sol is in his robe. 
Wc have a medicine of the triple soul, 
The glorified spirit. Thanks lie to heaven, 
And make us worthy of it !— Sllcti Spic^rtl 

Face. \Witkin^ Anon, sir. 

Sub. Look well to the register. 
And let your heat still lessen by degrees. 
To the aiudels. 

Face. \Within.'] Yes, sir. 

Sub. Did you look 
0' the bolt's head vet ? 

Face. [i*'ft>5(«.]' Which? On D, sir? 

Whaes the 'complexion ? 

Face. iWitkin:\ Whitish. 

Sub. Infuse vinegar. 
To draw his volatile substance and his tincture : 
And let the water in glass E be filter'd, 
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And put into the gripe's egg. Lute him well. 
And leave him closed in balneo. 
Face. [IVif/iiii.] I will, sir. 

Sur. What a brave language here is ! Next to canting. 
SuS. I have another work, you never saw, son. 
That three days since passed the philosopher's wheel 
In the lent heat of Athanor and's become 
Snlphiir of Nature. 

Mam. But 'tis for me ? 
Su6. What need you ? 
You have enough in that is perfect. 
Mam. Oh, but — — 
Sui. Why, this is covetise ! 
_ Mum. No, I assure you, 
/I shall employ it all in pious uses, 
A Founding of colleges and grammar schools, 
/ ■ Marrying young virgins, building hospitals, 
I And now and then a church. 

Re-enter FACE. 

Sub. How now ! 

Faee. Sir, please you, 
Shall I not change the filter ? 

Sub. Marry, yes ; 
And bring me the complexion of glass B. \E.sit Face. 

Mam. Have you another ? 

Sub. Yes, son ; were I assured 
Your piety were firm, we would not want 
The means to glorify it ; but I hope the best,— 
I mean to tinct C in sand-heat to-morrow, 
And give him imbibition. 

Mam. Of white oil? 

Sub. No, sir, of red, F is come over the helm too, 
I thank my maker, in St. Mary's bath. 
And shows lac virginis. Blessed be heaven 1 
I sent you of his fjeces there calcined : 
Out of that calx I have won the salt of mercury. 

Mam. By pouring on your rectified water .■* 

Sub. Yes, and reveberating in Athanor. 
Re-enter Face. 
How now 1 what colour says it ? 

Face, 'Tis ground black, sir. 

Mam. That's your crow's head? 

Sur, Your cock's comb's, is it not ? 

Sub. No, 'tis not perfect. Would it were the crow I 
That work wants something. 

Sur. Oh, I looked for this. 
The hay 's a pitching. 
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Sub. Are you sure you loosed lliem 

Face. Yes, sir, and then married them, 
And put them in abolt's-head nipp'd 10 digestion, 
According as you bade me when I set 
The liquor of Mars to circulation 
In the same heat. 

Sub. The process then was right. 

Face. Yes, by the token, sir. the retort brake, 
And what was saved was put into the pelican, 
And signed with Hermes' seal. 

Sub. I think 'twas so. 
We should have a new amajgama. 
\Jfe-. Oh, this ferret 
Is rank as any pole-cat. [Asid^. 

Sub. But I care not : 
Let him e'en die ; we have enough beside, 
In embrion. H has his white shirt on. 

Face. Yes, sir, 
He's ripe for inceration, he stands warm 
In his ash fire. I would not you should let 
Any die now, if I might counsel, sir, 
For luck's sake to the rest : it is not good. 

Mam. He says right, 
^-^j-. Ay, are you bolted ? \ Aside. 

Face. Nay, I know 't, sir, 
I have seen the ill fortune. What is some three ounces 
Of fresh materials ? 

Face. No more, sir, 
Of gold, t' amalgame with some six of mercury. 

Mam. Away, here's money. What will serve ? 

Face. Ask him, sir. 

Mam. How much f 

Sub. Give him nine pounds— you may give him ten, 
— Siir. Yes, twenty, and be cozen'd— do. 

Mam. There 'tis. [Gives Face tiie money. 

Sub. This needs not ; but that you will have it so. 
To see conclusions of all ; for two 
Of our inferior works are at fixation, 
A third is in ascension. Go your ways. 
Have you set the oil of hma in kemia ? 

Sub. And the philosopher's vinegar ? 

Face. Ay. [Exit. 

\.^Snr. We shall have a salad! 
Main. When do you make projection ? 
Sub. Son, be not Imsty, I exalt our med'cine. 
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/By hanging hini in balneo vaporoso. 
And giving him solution ; then congeal him ; 
And then dissolve him ; then again congeal hiiii ; 
For look, how oft 1 iterate the work 
So many times I add unto his virtue. 
As, if at first one ounce convert a hundred. 
After his second loose, he'll turn a thousand ; 
His tbird solution, ten ; his fourth, a hundred ; 
After his fifth, a thousand thousand ounces 
Of any imperfect metai, into pure 
Silver or gold, in all examinations. 
As good as any of the natural mine, 
(jet you your stuff here against afternoon, 
Your brass, your pewter, and your andirons. 

Mam, Not those of iron? 

Sub, Yes, you may bring them too : 
We'll change all metals. 

Sur. I believe you in that. 

Mam. Then I may send my spits ? 

Sub. Yes, and your racks. 

Sur. And dripping pans, and pot-hangers, and hooks. 
Shall he not ? 

Sub. If he please. 
^_^ur. —To be an ass. 

Sub. How, sir I 

Mam. This gentleman you must bear withal : 
I told yon he had no faith. 
.' Siir. And iittle hope, sir; 
i^But much less charity, should I gull myself. 

Sub. Why, what have you observed, sir, in our art. 
Seems so impossible ? 
' Sur. But your whole work, no more, 
/ That you should hatch gold in a furnace, sir. 
As they do eggs in Egypt ! 

Sub. Sir, do you 
Believe that eggs are hatched so ? 

Sur. If I should ? 

Sub. Why, I think that the greater miracle. 
No eggs but differs from a chicken more 
Than metals in themselves. 

Sur. That cannot be. 
The egg's ordained by nature to that end, 
And is a chicken m fioteniia. 

Sub, The same we say of lead and other metals, 
" Wliich would be gold if they had time. 

Mam. And that 
Our art doth further. 

Sub. Ay, for 'twere absurd 
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To think that nature in the earth bred gold 
Perfect in the instant ; something went before. 
There must be remote matter. 

Siir. Ay, what is that ? 

Svb. Marry, we say 

Mam. Ay, now it heats ; stand, father, 
Pound him to dust. 

Sui. It is, of the one part, 
A humid exhalation, which we call 
Materia liquz'da, or the unctuous water ; 
On the other part, a tertaiii crass and vicious 
Portion of earth ; both which, concorporate, 
Do make the elementary matter of gold ; 
Which is not y^tpropria materia. 
But common to all metais and all stones ; 
For, where it is forsaken of that moisture, 
And hath more dryness, it beccmes a stone; 
Where it retains more of the hitmid fatness, 
It turns to sulphur or to quicksilver, 
Who are the parents of alt other metals. 
Nor can this remote matter suddenly 
Progress so from extreme unto extreme. 
As to grow gold, and leap o'er all the means. 
Nature doth first beget the imperfect, then 
Proceeds she to the perfect. Of that airy 
And oily water, mercury is engendered ; 
Sulphur of the fat and earthy part ; the one, 
Which is the last, supplying the place of male, 
The other of the female, in all metals. 
Some do believe hermaphrodeity, 
That both do act and suffer. But these two 
Make the rest ductile, malleable, extensive. 
And even in gold they are i for we do find 
Seeds of them, by our fire, and gold in them ; 
And can produce the species of each metal 
More perfect thence, than Nature doth in earth. 
Beside, who doth not see in daily practice 
Art can beget bees, hornets, beetles, wasps, 
Out of the carcases and dung of creatures ; 
Yea, scorpions of an herb, being rightly placed ? 
And these are living creatures, far more perfect 
And excellent than metals. 

Mam. Well said, father ! 
Nay, if he take you in hand, sir, witli an argument, 
He'lt bray you in a mattar. 
. Sur. Pray yoi:, sir, stay, 
I Rather than I'll be bray'd, sir, I'll believe 
Ijrhat Alchemy is a pretty kind of game, 
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/Somewlial like tricks o' the cards, to cheat a man 
With charming. 

Sub. Sir? 
/Sur. What else are all your terms, 
fWhereon no one of your writers 'grees willi other ? 
Of your elixir, your lac virginis. 
Your stone, your med'cine, and your chrysosperme, 
Your sal, your sulphur, and your mercury, 
Your oil of height, your tree of life, your blood, 
Your marchesile, your tutie, your magnesia, 
Your toad, your crow, your dragon, and your panther ; 
Your sun, your moon, your firmament, your adrop, 
Your lato, azoch, /ernieh, chibrit, heautarit, 
And then your red man and your white woman. 
With all your broths, your menstrues, and materials. 
Of iye and egg-shells, woirieii's terms, man's blood. 
Hair o' the head, burnt clouts, chalk, merds, i\nd clay, 
Powder of bones, scalings of iron, glass. 
And worlds of other strange ingredients, 
Would burst a man to name ? 

Sub. And all these named. 
Intending but one thing ; which art our writers 
Used to obscure their art. 

Mam. Sir, so I told him— 
Because the simple idiot should not leam it, 
And make it vulgar. 

Sub. Was not all the knowledge 
Of the Egyptians writ in mystic symbols ? 
Speak not the Scriptures oft in parables? 
Are net the choicest fables of the poets. 
That were the fountains and first springs of wisdom, 
Wrapp'd in perplexed allegories ? 

Mam. I urged that. 
And cleared to him that Sysiphus was damned 
To roll the ceaseless stone, only because 

He would have made Ours common, [DoL appears at the door. 
Who is this ? 

Sub. 'Sprecious I— What do you mean ? Go in, good lady. 
Let me entreat you. [DoL retires.'] Where's this varlet ? 

Re-enter Face. 

Sud. You very knave-! do you use me thus ? 

Face. Wherein, sir ? 

Sub. Go in and see, you traitor. Go I [Exit Fack 

Mam. Who is it, sir? 

Sub. Nothing, sir ; nothing. 
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Mam. What's the matter, good sir ? 
i have not seen you thus distemper'd : ivho is 't ? 

Hub. All arts have still had, sir, their adversaries. 
But ours the most ignorant. 

Re-mler Face. 
What now ? 

Face. 'Twas not my fault, sir ; she would speak with you. 

Sub. Would she, sir 1 Follow me. {Exit. 

Mam. [Stoppmg him.'] Stay, Lungs. 

Face. 1 dare not, sir. 

Mam. Stay, man ; what is she ? 

Face. A lord's sister, sir. 

Mam. How ! pray thee, stay. 

Face. She's mad, sir, and sent hither— > 
He'll be mad too 

Mnm, 1 warrant thee. 
Why sent hither? 

Face, Sir, to be cured. 

Sub. iWitkin.1 Why, rascal! 

Face. Lo you !— Here, sir! {^Exii. 

Mam. 'Fore God, a Bradamante, a brave piece, 

Sur. Heart, this is an evil house I I will be burnt else. 

Mam. Oh, by this light, no ; do not wrong him. He 's 
Too scrupulous that way ; it is his vice. 
No, he 's a rare physician, do him right. 
An excellent Paracelsian, and has done 
Strange cures with mineral physic. He deals all 
With spirits, he ; he will not hear a word 
Of Galen or his tedious recipes. 

Re-enter Face. 
How now. Lungs ; 

Face. Softly, sir ; speak softly. I meant 
To have told your worship all. This must not hear. 

Main. No, he wilt not be " guU'd " : let him alone. 

Face- You are very right, sir; she is a most rare scholar, 
And is gone mad with studying Broughton's works. 
If you but name a word touching the Hebrew 
She falls into her fit, and will discourse 
So learnedly of genealogies. 
As you woixld run mad, too, to hear her, sir. 

Mam. How might one do t' have conference with her, Lungs ? 

Face. Oh, divers have run mad upon the conference ; 
I do not know, sir. 1 am sent in haste 
To fetch a vial. 

Sur. fee not guU'd, Sir Mammon."! 

.1/awrWherein ? Pray ye, be patibnt. 
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Siir. Yes, as you are, 
And trust confederate knaves and sharks and bawds. 

Ma?n. Vou are too foul, believe it. — Come here, Ulen, 
One word. 

Face. I dare not, in good faith. ]_Gi>i/i^. 

Matii. Stay, knave. 

Face. He is extreme angry that you saw her, sir. 

Mam. Drink that. {Gives him money.'] What is she when 
she 's out of her fit ? 

Face. Oh, the most affablest creature, sir ! So men7 ! 
So pleasant ! She'll mount you up like quicksilver 
Over the helm, and circulate like oil, 
A very vegetal ; discourse of state. 

Of mathematics, frolic, anything 

/ Mam. Is she no way accessible ? no means, 
i No trick to give a man a taste of her— wit— 
' Or so ? 

Sa6. [Wtlkin:] Ulen! 

Faee. HI come to you again, sir, l_Exil. 

Mam, Surly, I did not think one of your breeding 
Would traduce personages of worth. 
-3W-. Sir Epicure, 
Your friend to use ; yet still loth to be gulled : 
I do not like your philosophical bawds. 
Their stone is lechery enough to pay for 
Without this bait. 

Mam. 'Heart, you abuse yourself. 
I know the lady, and her friends, and ineans, 
The original of this disaster. Her brother 
Has told me all. 

Sur. And yet you never saw her 
Till now ! 

Mam. Oh yes, but I foi^ot. I have, iDclieve it. 
One of the treacherous est memories, I do think. 
Of all mankind. 

Sur. What call you her brother.' 

Mam. My Lord 

He will not have his name known, now 1 think on it. 

Sur. A very treacherous memory ! 

Mam, On my faith ■ 

Sur. Tut, if you have it not about you, pass it 
Tiil we meet next. 

Mam. Nay, by this hand, 'tis true. 
He 's one I honour, and my noble friend ; 
And I respect his house. 

Sur. Heart ! can it t>e 
That a grave sir, a rich, that has no need, 
A wise, sir, too, at other times, should thus, 
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With his own oaths and arguments, make hard means 
To gult himself? An this be your elixir, 
Your lapis mineraUs and your lunary, 
Give me your honest trick- yet at primero. 
Or gleek : and take your lutitm sapienlis^ 

IYour menstruum simplex! I'll have gold before you, 
And with less danger of the quicksilver 
Or the hot sulphur. 

Ri-entei- F"ace, 

Face. Here's one from Captain Face, sir \to Surlv] 
Desires you meet him in the Temple Church 
Some half-hour hence, and upon earnest business. 
Sir — [whispers Mammon]— if you please to quit us now. 

Again within two hours, you shall have 
My master busy eKamining o' the works ; 
And I will steal you in unto the party, 
That you may see her converse. Sir, shall 1 say 
You'll meet the captain's worship? 

^^SUr. Sir, I will. [Walks i 

But, by attorney and to a second purpose, 
Now, I am sure 1 understand this house ; 
I'll swear it, were the marshal here to thank me : 
JIhe naming this commander doth confirm it, 
/ Don Face ! why he 's the most authentic dealer 

In these commodities, the superintendent 
I To all the quainter traffickers in town I 

He is the visitor, and does appoint 
' Who visits whom, and at what hour ; what price ; 
Which gown, and in what smock ; what fail ; what tire, 
Him will I prove, by a third person, to find 
The subtleties of this dark labyrinth ; 
Which if I do discover, dear Sir Mammon, 
You'll give your poor friend leave, though no philosoplier, 
To laugh : for you that are, 'lis thought, shall weep. 

Face. Sir, he does pray you'il not foi'get. 

Sur. I will not, sir. 
Sir Epicure, I shall leave you. [, 

Mam. 1 follow you straight. 

Face. But do so, good sir, to avoid suspicion. 
This gentleman has a parlous head. 

Mam. But wUt thou, Uien, 
Be constant to thy promise? 

Fate. As my life, sir. 

Mam. And wilt thou insinuate what 1 am, and praise me, 
And say ] am a noble fellow ? 

Face. Oh, what else, sir ? 
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And that you'll make her royal with the stone, 
An empress : and yourself, King of Bantam. 

Mam. Wilt thou do this ? 

Face. Will I, sir ! 

Mam. Lungs, my Lungs 1 
I love thee. 

Face. Send your stuff, sir, that my master 
May busy himself about projection. 

Mam. Thou hast witch'd me, rogue : take, go. 

[Gives hill! money. 

Face. Your jaclc, and all, sir. 

Mam. Thou art a villain — I will send my jad:, 
And the weights too. Slave, 1 could bite thine ear. 
Away, thou dost not care for me. 

Face. Not I, sir ! 

Mam. Come, I was born to make thee, my good weasel, 
Set thee on a bench, and have thee twirl a chain 
With the best lord's vermin of 'em all. 

Face. Away, sir. 

Mam. A count, nay, a count palatine 

Face. Good, sir, go. 

Mam. Shall not advance thee better ; no, nor faster. [E.vil, 

Re-enter SUBTLE and DOL. 

Sub. Has he bit ? has he bit ? 

Face. And swallowed too, my Subtle. 
I have given him line, and now he plays, i' faith. 

Sub. And shall we twitch him ? 

Face. Thorough both the gills. 
For here is a rare bait, with which a man 
No sooner 's taken, but he straight runs mad. 

Sub. Dol, my Lord What's'hums sister, you must now 
Bear yourseh' .t/irfe/Zci*. 

Dol. Oh, let me alone. 
I'll not forget my race, I warrant you. 
I'll keep my distance, laugh and tall; aloud ; 
Have all the tricks of a proud scurvy lady, 
And be as rude as her woman. 

Face. Well said, sanguine ! 

Sub. But will lie send his andirons ': 

Face. His jack too, 
And 's iron shoeing-horn ; 1 have spoke to him. Well, 
I must rot lose my wary gamester yonder. 

Sub. Oh, Monsieur Caution, that ■will not be j^lld. 

Face. Ay, 
If I can strike a fine hook into him, now I 
The Temple Church, there 1 have cast mine angle. 
Well, pray for me. I'll about it. {^Knocking icillioul. 
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Sub. What, more gudgeons ! 

Dol, scout, scout ! [DoL goes to fks windo'w7\ Stay, Face, you 
must go to the door. 

Pray God it be my anabaptist. — Who is't, Dol? 
Dol. I know him not : he looks like a gold-endman. 
Sub. Ods so ! 'tis he, he said he would send — what call you 

The sanctified elder, that should deal 

For Mammon's jack and andirons. Let him in. 

Stay, help me off, iirst, with my gown, \Exit FACE with the 

gown^ Away, 
Madam, lo your withdrawing chamber. \_Exit DOL.l Now, 
In a new tune, new t;esture, but old language. — 
This fellow is sent from one negotiates with me 
About the stone too ; for the holy brethreii 
Of Amsterdam, the exiled saints ; that hope 
To raise their discipline by it. I must use him 
Ip some strange fashion, now, to make him admire me.— 

Enter Ananias. 

Where is my dnidge ? \_Aloud. 

Re-enter F.ace. 

Face. Sir! 

Svb. Take away the recipient, 
And rectify your mensirue from the phlegma, 
Then pour it on the Sol, in the cucurbite. 
And let them macerate together. 

Face. Yes, sir. 
And save the ground ,' 

Sub. No ; terra damnata 
Must not have entrance in the work. — Who are you ? 

Ana. A faithful brother, if it please you. 

Sub. What's that? 
A Lulliani st ? a Ripley I Filius artis ? 
Can you sublime and dulcify ? calcine ? 
Know yon the sapor pontic r sapor stiptic? 
Or what is homogene, or heCerogene? 

Ana. 1 understand no heathen language, truly. 

Sub. Heathen ! you Knipper- doling ? is Ars sacra 
Or chrysopceia, or spagyrica. 
Or the pamphysic, or panarchic knowledge, 
A heathen language ? 

Ana. Heathen Greek, I take it. 

.Swi. How heathen Greek ? 

Ana. All's heathen but the Hebrew. ' 

Sub. Sirrah, my varlet, stand you forth and speak lo him 
Like a philosopher : answer in the language, 
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Name the vexations, and the martyriiations 
Of metals in the work. 

Face. Sir, putrefaction, 
Solution, ablution, sublimation, 
Cohobation, calcination, ceration, and 

Sub. 'J'his is heathen Greek to you, now !— 
And when comes viviiication ? 

Face. After mortification. 

Sub. What's cohobation? 

Face. 'Tis the pouring aw 
Your aqua regis, and then drawing him off, 
To the trine circle of the seven spheres. 

Sub. What 's the proper passion of metals ? 

Fctce. Mallealiou. 

Sub. What 's your ulHmum sufipHcium auri? 

Face. Antimonium. 

Sub. This is heathen Greek to you ?— And what 's your 

Face. A very fugitive, he will be gone, sir. 

Sub. How know you him .' 

Face. By his viscosity. 
His oleosity, and his suscitability. 

Sub. How do you sublime him? 

Face. With the calce of egg-shells, 
White marble, talc. 

Sub. Your magisterium, now, 
What 's that ? 

Face. Shifting, sir, your elements. 
Dry into cold, cold into moist, moist into hot. 
Hot into dry. 

Sitb. This is heathen Greek to you still ! 
Your lapis philosopkicus ? 

Face. 'Tis a stone. 
And not a stone ; a spirit, a soul, and a body : 
Which if you do dissolve, it is dissolved ; 
If you coagulate, it is coagulated ; 
If you make it to fly, it flieth, 
I Sub. Enough. \Exit FACE. 

This is heathen Greek to you ! What are you, sir ? 
Ana. Please you, a servant of the exiled brethren 
That deal with widows and with orphans' goods ; 
And make a just account unto the saints ; 
A deacon. 

Sub. Oh, you are sent from Master Wholesome, 
Your teacher ? 

Ana. From Tribulation Wholesome, 
Our very zealous pastor. 
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Suh. Good ! I have 
Some orphans' goods to come here. 

Ana. Of what kind, sir. 

Sub. Peivter and brass, andirons and kitchenware, 
Metals, that we must use our medicine on : 
Wherein the brethren may have a penn'orth 
For ready money. 

Ana. Were the orphans' parents 
Sincere professors ? 

Siib. Why do you ask? 

Ana. Because 
We then are to deal justly, and give in truth 
Their utmost value. 

Sub. 'Slid, you 'd cozen else. 
And if their parents were not of the faithful 1 — 
1 will not trust you, now 1 think on it, 

Till I have talked with your pastor. Have you brought money 
To buy more coals .' 

Ana. No, surely. 

Sub. No, how so ? 

Alia. The brethren bid me say unto you, sir, 
Surely they will not venture any more 
Till they may see projection. 

Sub. How ! 

Ana. You have had. 
For the instruments, as bricks, and loam and glasses, 
Already thirty pounds ; and for materials, 
They say, some ninety more : and they have heard since 
That one at Heidelbei^ made it of an egg 
And a small paper of pin-dust. 

Sub. What 'syojr name? 

Ana. My name is Ananias. 

Sub. Out, the varlet 
That cozen'd the apostles ! Hence, away 
Flee, mischief 1 Had your holy consistory 
No name to send me of another sound 
Than wicked Ananias? send your elders 
Hither to make atonement for you quickly, 
And give me satisfaction ; or out goes 
The fire ; and down th' alembics, and the furnace, 
Piger Henricus, or what not. Thou wretch ! 
Both sericon and bufo shall be lost, 
Tell them. All hope of rooting out the bishops. 
Or Ihe antichristian hierarchy, shall perish, 
If they stay threescore minules : the aqueity, 
Terreity, and sulphureity 
Shall run together again, and all be annulled, 
Thou wicked Ananias ! {Exit Anani.is.] This will fetch 'em. 
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And make them haste towards their gulling iHOre. 
/A man must deal like a rough nurse, and fvigM 
VJ'hose that are fronard to an appetite. -^ 

Re-enter Face ik his uniform, followed by Druggee, 

Face. He is busy with his spirits, but we '11 upon him. 

Sub. How now ! what mates, what Bay<tids have we here .- 

Face. I told you he would be furious.— Sir, here's Nab 
Has brought you another piece of gold to look on 
— We must appease him. Give it me — and pra; s you. 
You would devise — what is it, Nab? 

Drug. A sign, sir. 

Face. Ay, a good lucky one, a thriving -'gn, docior? 

Sub. I was devising now- 

Face. 'Slight, do not say so. 
He will repent he gave you any more — 
What say you to his constellation, doctor ? 
The Balance ? 

Sub. No, that way is stale and common. 
A townsman born in Taurus gives the bull, 
Or the buU's-head : in Aries, the ram, 
A poordevice ! No, 1 will have his name 
Formed in some mystic character ; whose radii, 
Striking the senses of the passers-by. 
Shall, by a virtual influence, breed affections 
That may result upon the party owns it : 
As thus 

Face. Nab! 

Sub. He shall liave a del, that 's Abel; 
And by it standing one whose name is Dee, 
In a rug gown, there 's B, and Rug, that's lirug : 
And right anenst him a dng snarling cry 
There's Drugger, Abel Unigger. That's his sign. 
And here 'a now mystery and hieroglypliic F 

Face. Abel, thou art made. 

Drug. Sir, I do thank his worship. 

Face, Six d thy legs more will not do it, Nab. 
He has brought you a pipe of tobacco, doctor. 

Dntg. Yes, sir ; 
1 have another thing 1 would impart 

Face. Out with It, Nab. 

Drug. Sir, there is lodged, hard by nie, 
A rich young widow 

Face. Good ! a bona roba ? 

Drug. But nineteen at the most. 

Face. Very good, Aliel. 

Drug. Marry, she's not in fashion yet ; she wears 
A hood, but it stands a cop. 
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Face. No matter, Abel. 

Drug. And I do now and then give her a. fucus — 

Face. What ! dost thou deal, Nab? 

Sub. I did tell you, captain. 

Drug. And physic, too, sometime, sir ; for which she li 

With all her mind. She 's come up here of purpose ^ 
To learn the fashion. 

Face. Good (his match too !)— On, Nab. 

Drug. And she does strangely long to know her fortune. 

Face. Ods lid. Nab, send her to the doctor, hither. 

Drug. Yes I have spoke to her of his worship already ; 
But she's afraid it will be blown abroad. 
And hurt her marriage. 

Face. Hurt it ! 'tis the way 
To heal it, if 'twere hurt ; to make it more 
Followed and sought ; Nab, thou shalt tell her this. 
She 'II be more known, more talked of ; and your widows 
Are ne'er of any price till they be famous; 
Their honour is their multitude of suitors ; 
Send her, it may be thy good fortune. What ! 
Thou dost not know. 

Drug. No, sir, she'll never marry 
Under a knight : her brother has made a vow. 

Face. What ! and dost thou despair, my little Nab, 
Knowing what the doctor has set down for thee, 
And seeing so many of the city dubbed ? 
One glass o' thy water, with a madam I know. 
Will have it done, Nab ; what 's her brother — a knight? 

Drug. No. sir, a gentleman newly warm in his land, sir, 
Scarce cold in his on e-and -twenty, that does govern 
His sister here; and is a man himself 
Of some three thousand a year, and is come up 
'i'o learn to quarrel, and to live by his wits. 
And will go down again, and die in the country. 

Face. How ! to quarrel ? 
1 Drue. Yes, sir, to carry quarrels, 
\ As gallants do ; to manage them by line. 
I Face. 'Slid, Nab, the doctor is the only man 
In Christendom for ]\im. He has made a table. 
With mathematical demonstrations, 
Toiiching the art of quarrels : he will give him 
An instrument to quarrel by. Go, bring them both, 
Him and his sister. And. for thee, iiith her 
The doctor hapiy may persuade. Go lo : 
Shalt give his worship a new damask suit 
Upon the premises. 

Sub. Oh, good captain I 



oy Google 



'THE ALCHEMIST. 



[ACT III. 



Face. He shall ; 
He is the honestest fellow, doctor.— Stay not, 
No offers ; bring the damask, and the parties. 
Drug. I'll try my power, sir, 
Face. And thy will, too, Nab. 
Sub. 'Tis good tobacco, this ! What is 't an ounce ? 
Face. He'll send you a pound, doctor. 
Sub. Oh, no. 
Face. He will do 't. 
It is the goodest soul Abel ! — Abel, about it. 
Thou shalt know more anon. Away, begone— \_Exil A 
A miserable rogue, and lives with cheese. 
And has the «orins. That was the cause, indeed, 
Why he came now : he dealt with me in piivate. 
To get a med'cine for Ihem. 
,Sub. And shall, sir, This works. 
' Face. A wife, a wife for one of us, my dear Subtle 1 
, We 'it e'en draw lots, and he that fails, shall bave 
i' The more in goods, the other has in tail. 
( Sub. Rather the less: for she may be so light 
She may want grains. 
Face. Ivf, or be such a burden, 
I A man would scarce endure her for the whole. 

Sub. Faith, best let 's see her first, and then determine. 
Face. Content ; but Dol must have no breath on 't. 
, Sub. Mum, 

■, Away you, to your Surly yonder, catch him. 
' Face. Pray God, I have not stayed too long. 

Sub. I fear it. lEx, 



.Scene \.--Tke Lane before LoVEWIT's House. 
£'«/fr Tribulation Wholesome .(/irf Ananias. 

Tri. These chastisements are common to the saints, 
And such rebukes, we of the separation 
Must bear with willing shoulders, as th« trials 
Sent forth to tempt our frailties. 

Ana. In pure zeal, 
I do not like the man, he is a heathen. 
And speaks the language of Canaan, truly. , 

Tri. I think him a profane person indeed. 

Ana. He hears 
The visible mark of the beast in his forehead. 
And for his stone, it is a work of darkness, 
And with philosophy blinds the eyes of man. 
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Tri. Goad brother, we must bend unto all means 
That may give furtherance to the ho!)' cause. 

Ana. Which his cannot ; the sanctified cause 
Should have a sanctified course, 

Tri. Not always necessary ; 
The children of perdition are oftimes 
Made instruments even of the greatest wor ks : ^ 
Beside, we should give somewhat to man's 'nStCre, 
The place he lives in, still about the fire, 
And fume of metals, that intoxicate 
The brain of man, and made him prone to passion. 
Where have you gieater atheists than your cooks ? 
Or more profane, or choleric, than your glass-men ? 
More antichristian than your bell-founders ? 
What makes the devil so devilish, I would ask you, ■' 

Satan, our common enemy, but his being 
Perpetually about the fire, and boiling 
Brimstone and arsenic ? We must give, I say, 
Unto the motives, and the stiners-up 
■Of humours in tlie blood. It may be so, i 

Whenas the work is done, the stone is made. 
This heat of his may turn into a ^eal. 
And stand up for the beauteous discipline, 
Against the filthy doth aud rag of Rome. 
We must await his calling, and the coming 
Of the good spirit. You did fault t' upbraid him 
With the brethren's blessing of Heidelberg, weighing 
What need we have to hasten on the work 
For ihe restoring of the silenced saints, 
Which ne'er will be, but by the philosopher's stone. 
And ao a learned elder, one of Scotland, 
Assured me ; aurum poiabUe being 

The only med'cine for the civil magistrate , 

T' incline him to a feeling of the cause, 
And must be daily used in the disease. \ 

Ana. I have not edified more, truly, by man ■ 
Not since the beautiful light first shone on me : 
And I am sad my zeal hath so offended. 

Tri. Let us call on him then. 

Ana. The motion 's good, 
And of the spirit ; I will knock first. \Knocks\ Peace within ! 
[ The door is opened, and ikey enter. 

Scene 11.—^ Room in Lovewit's House. 
Enter Subtle, foUoiucri by Tkibui.,^tjon rt«rf Ananias. 
Sub. Oh, ace you come? 'Twas time. Your threescore minutes 
Were a? last thread, you see ; and down had gone 
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Furiius acedia, turris circulaloriits : 
Lembec, bolt'shead, letott and pelican 
Had all been cinders. — Wicked Ananias ! 
Art thou returned ? Nay then, it goes down yet. 

Tri. Sir, be appeased ; he is come to humble 
Himself in spirit, and to ask your patience, 
If too much zeal hath carried him aside 
From the due path. 

Sub. Why, this doth qualify ! 

Tii. The breihren had no purpose, verily. 
To give you the least grievance ; but are ready 
To lend their willing hands to any project 
The spirit and you direct. 

Sub. This qualifies more! 

Tri. And for the orphan's goods, let them be valued. 
Or what is needful else to the holy work. 
It shall be numbered ; here, by me, the saints 
Throw down their purse before you. 

Sub. This qualifies most ! 
Why, thus it should be, now you understand. 
Have I discoursed so unto you of our stone, 
And of the good that it shall bring your cause 'i 
• Showed you (beside the main of hiring forces 
Abroad, drawing ihe Hollanders, your friends, 
From the Indies, to serve you with all their fleet) 
That even the med'cinal use shall make you a faction 
And party in the realm ? As, put the case. 
That some great man in state, he have the gout. 
Why, yott but send three drops of your elixir, 
You help him straight : there you have made a friend. 
Another has the palsy or the dropsy, 
He takes of your incombustible stuff. 
He 's young again ; there you have made a friend. 
A lady that is past the feat of body. 
Though not of mind, and hath her face decayed 
Beyond all cure of paintings, you restore 
With the oil of talc : there you have made a friend, 
And all her friends. A lord that is a leper, 
A knight that has the bone-ache, or a squire 
That hath both these, you make them smooth and sound 
With a bare fricace of your med'cine : still 
You increase your friends. 

Tri. Ay, it is very pregnant. 

Sub. And then the turning of this lawyer's pewter 
to plate at Christmas ■ 

Ana. Christ-tide, I pray you. 

Sub. Yet, Ananias ! 

Ana. I have done. 
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Sub. Or changing 
His parcel gilt to massy gold. You cannot 
But raise your friends. Withal to be of power 
To pay an army in the field, to buy 
The king of France out of his realms, or Spain 
Out of his Indies. What can you not do 
gainst lords spiritual or temporal, 
Tnat shall oppone you ? 

Tri. Verily, 'tis true. 
We may be temporal lords ourselves, I take it. 

Sub. You may be anything, and leave off to make 
Long-winded exercises ; or suck up 
Your Jia .' and hum ! in a tune, I not deny 
But such as are not graced in a state. 
May, for their ends, be averse in religion, 
And get a tune to call the Hock together : 
For, to say sooth, a tune does much with women 
\nd other phlegmatic people ; it is your bell. 

Ana. Bells are profane ; a tune may be religious. ' 

Sub. No warning with you ! then farewell my patience. 
Slight, it shall down : t wiH not be thus tortured. 

Tri. I pray you, sir. 

Sub. All shall perish. I have spoke it. 
■ Tri. Let me find grace, sir, in your eyes ; the man 
He stands corrected : neither did his zeal. 
But as yourself, allow a tune somewhere. 
Which now, being tow'rd the stone, we shall not need. 

Sub- No, nor your holy vizard, to win widows 
To give you legacies ; or make zealous wives 
To rob their husbands for the common cause : 
Nor take the start of bonds broke but one day. 
And say they were forfeited by providence. 
Nor shall you need o'ernight to eat huge meals, 
To celebrate your next day's fast the better ; 
The whilst the brethren and the sisters humbled. 
Abate the stiffness of the flesh. Nor cast 
Before your hungry hearers scrupulous bones ; 
As whether a Christian may hawk or hunt. 
Or whether matrons of the holy assembly 
May lay their hair out, or wear doublets. 
Or have that idol starch about their linen. 

Ana. It is indeed an idol. 

Tri. Mind him not, sir. 
I do command thee, spirit of zeal, but trouble. 
To peace with him \ Pray you, sir, go on. 

Sui. Nor shall you need to libel 'gainst the prelates. 
And shorten so your ears against the hearing 
Of the next wire-drawn grace. Nor of necessity 
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J Rail against plays, to please the alderman 
Whose daily custard you devour ; nor lie 
With zealous rage til! you are hoarse. Not one 
Of these so singular arts. Nor call yourselves 
By names of Tribulation, Persecution, 
Restraint, Long-patience, and such like, affected 
By the whole family or wood of you, 
Only for glory, and to catch the ear 
Of the disciple. 

Tri. Truly, sir, they are 
Ways that the godly brethren have invented 
For propagation of the glorious cause, 
As very notable means, and whereby also 
Themselves grow soon, and profitably, famous. 

Sub. Oh, but the stone, all 's idle to it ! Nothing I 
The art of angels, nature's miracle, 
The divine secret that doth fly in clouds 

iFrom east to west ; and whose tradition 
Is not from men, but spirits. 
Ana. I hate traditions ; 
I do not trust them, 

I Tri. Peace ! 
, Aim. They are popish all. 

jl will not peace : 1 will riot 

I Tri. Ananias ! 

I Ana, Please the profane, to grieve the godly ; ( may not. 

\ Sub. Well, Ananias, thou shalt overcome. 

\ Tri. It is an ignorant zea! that haunts liim, sir, 

But truly, else, a very faithful brother, 

A botcher, and a man, by revelation, 

That hath a competent knowledge of the tiiith. 

Sub. Has he a competent sum there in the bag 
To buy the goods within ? I am made guardian. 
And must, for charity, and conscience sake. 
Now see the most be made for my poor orphan ; 
Though I desire the brethren too good gainei-s ; 
There they are within. When you have view'd, and boii;,'!it 

And ta'en the inventory of what they are, 
They are ready for projection ; there 's no more 
To do : cast on the med'cine so much silver 
As there is tin there, so much gold as brass, 
I'll give it you in, by weight. 

Tri. But how long time. 
Sir, must the saints expect yet ? 

Sub. Let me see. 
How 's the moon now ? Eight, nine, ten days hence, 
He will be silver potiite i then three daj-s 
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Before he citronise : some fifteen days, 
The magisterium will be perfected. 

Ana. About the second day of the third week, 
In the niath month P 

Sub. Yes, my good Ananias. 

Tri. What will the orphans' goods arise to, think you ? 

Sub. Some hundred marks, as much as fiilcd three cars, 
Unladed now : you'll make six millions of (hem. 
But 1 must have more coals laid in. 

Tri. How I 

Sub. Another load, 
And then we have finished. We must now increase 
Our fire to igiiis ardens, we are past 
J^wius equimis, balnn, cineris. 
And all those lenter heats. If the holy purse 
Should with this draught fall low, and that the saints 
Do need a present sum, I have a trick 
To melt the pewter, you shall buy now, instantly, 
And with a tincture make you as good Dutch dollars 
As any are in Holland. 

Sub. Ay, and shall 'bide the third examination. 

Ana. It will be joyful tidings to the brethren. 

Sub. But you must carry it secret. 

Ti-i. Ay, but stay. 
This act of coining, is it lawful ? 

Ana. Lawful ! 
We know no magistrate ; or, if wc did, 
This is foreign coin. 

Sub. It is no coining, sir, 
It is but casting, 

Tri. Ha ! you distinguish well ; 
Casting of money may be lawful. 

Ana. 'Tis, sir. 

Tri. Truly, I take it so. 

Sub. There is no sciuple, 
Sir, to be made of it ; believe Ananias ; 
This case of conscience he is studied in. 

Tri. rii make a question of it to the bretliren, 

Ana. The brethren shall approve it lawful, doubt not. 
Where shall it be done ? [Knocking •without. 

Sub. For that we'll t.ilk anon. 
There's some to speak with me. Go in, I pray you, 
And view the parcels. That 's the inventory. 
I'll come to you straight. ^Exeunt Trib, ana Ana. 

Who is it ?— Face ! appear. 
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Enter FACE in his uniform. S Tl jT 

How now I Good prize ? 
Face. Good plague '. Yond' costive cheater 

Sub. How then ? 

Face. I have walked the round 
Till now, and no such thing. 

Sub. And have you quit hiiM ? 

Face. Quit him ! an hell would quit him too, he were 
happy. 
'Slight I Would you have me stalk like a mill-jade, 
All day, for one that will not yield us grains ? 
\ know him of old. 
■ Sub. Oh, but to have gulled him 
\Iiad been a mastery. 

Face. Let him go, black boy ! 
And turn thee that some fresh news may possess thee. 
A noble count, a don of Spain, my dear 
Delicious compeer, and my party-bawd. 
Who is come hither private for his conscience. 
And brought munition with him, six great slops. 
Bigger than three Dutch hoys, beside round trunks, 
Furnished with pistolets, and pieces of eight. 
Will straight be here, my rogue, to have thy bath 
{That is the colour), and to make his battery 
Upon our Dol, our castle, our cinque-port, 
Our Dover pier, our what thou wilt. Where is she ? 
She must prepare perfumes, delicate linen. 
The bath in chief, a banquet, and her wit. 
Where is the doxy ? 
[ Sub. I'll send her to thee : 
I And but dispatch my brace of little John Leydens, 
I And come again myself. 
■ Face. Are they within, then ? 

Sub. Numbering the sum. 

Face. How much .' 

Sub. A hundred marks, boy. [E^'it. 

Face. Wliy, this is n hicky day. Ten pounds of Mammon 1 
Three of my clerk \ A portague of my grocer ! 
This of the brethren ! beside reversions, 
And states to come in the widow, and my count I 
My share (o-day will not be bought for forty 

E7iter DOL. 
Dol. What ? 

Face. Pounds, dainty Dorothy ! Art thou so near? 
Dol. Yes ; say, lord general, how fares our camp ? 
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Face. As with the few that had entrenched tliemselves 
Safe, by their disripline, against a world, Dol. 
And laughed within those trenches, and grew fat 
With thinking on the booties, Dol, brought in 
Daily by their small parties. This dear hour 
A doughty don is taken with my Dol ; 
And thou may'st make his ransom what thou will. 
My Dousabel ; he shall be brought here fettered 
With thy fair looks, before he sees thee ; and thrown 
In a down-bed, as dark as any dungeon, 
Where thou shalt keep him waking with thy drum ; 
Thy drum, my Dol, thy drum ; till be be tame 
As the poor blackbirds were in the great frost, 
Or bees are with a bason ; and so hive him 
In the swan-skin coverlid and cambric sheets. 
Till he work honey and wax, my little God's 'gift. 

Dol. What is he, general ? 

Face. An adalantado, 
A grandee, girl. Was not my Dapper here yet ? 

Dol. No. 

Face. Nor my Di'ugger? 

Dol. Neither. 

Face. A plague on 'em, 
They are so long a-fumishing ! Such stinkards 
Would not be seen upon these festival days.^ 

Re-eiiier SUBTLE. 
How now ! have you done ? 

Sub. Done. They ave gone ; the sum 
Is here in bank, my Face. I would we knew 
Another chapman now would buy 'em outright. 

Face. 'Slid, Nab shall do 't against he have the widow 
To furnish household. 

Sub. Excellent, well thought on ; 
Pray God he come ! 

Face. I pray he keep away 
Till our new business be o'erpast. 

Sub. But, Fate, 
How cam'sl thou by this secret don f 

Face. A spirit 
Brought me th' intelligence in a paper here. 
As I was conjuring yonder in my circle 
For Surly ; i have my flies abroad. Your bath 
Is famous, Subtle, by my means. Sweet Dol, 
Tickle hini with thy mother-tongue. His great 
Verdugoship has not a jot of language ; 
So much the easier to be cozened, my Dolly. 
He will come here in a hired coach, obscure, 
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1 coachman, whom I have sent as guide, 

else. [Knocking withoitt.'] Who's that? [ExitGoi-. 

oji^. n IS not he ? 

Face. O no, not yet this hour. 

Re-enter DOL. 

Sub. Whois'tf 

Dol. Dapper, 
Your clerk. 

Fnce. God's will then, Queen of Fairy, 
On with your tire ;—[Exii DOL]~and doctor, with your robes. 
Let's dispatch him, for God's sake. 

Srii, 'T will be long. 

Face. I warrant you, take but the cue I give you. 
It shall be brief enough.— [Gwj fo the w/nrf«y,]— 'Slight, here 

Abel, and I think the angry boy, the heir. 
That fain would quarrel. 

Sub. And the widow ? 

Face. No. 
Not that 1 see. Away I lExii SUB. 

Enler Dappkr. 

Oh, sir, you are welcome. 
The doctor is within a-raoving for you ; 
I have had the most ado to win him to it f 
He swears you 'I! be the darling of the dice : 
He never heard her highness dote till now. 
Your aunt has given you the most gracious words 
That can be thought on. 

Dap. Shall I see her grace? 

Face. See her, and kiss her too,^ 

F/i/er Ai;i:T., follmved by Kastril. 

What, honest Nah: 
Hast brought the damask.' 

Drug. No, sir ; here 's tobacco. 

Face. 'I'is well done, Nab ; thou'lt bring the damask too ? 

Drug. Yes : here's the gentleman, captain, Master Kastril, 
I have brought to see the doctor. 

Face. Where's the widow? 

Drug. Sir, as he likes, his sister, he says, shall come. 

Face. Oh, is it so ? Good time. Is your name Kastiil, sir ? 

Kas. Ay, and the best of the Kastrils, I 'd be Korry else. 
By fifteen hundred a-year. Where is the doctor ? 
My mad tobacco-boy, here, tells me of one 
That can do things : has he any skill ? 
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Face. Wherein, sir ? 

Kas. To carry a business, manage a quarrel fairly. 
Upon fit terms. 

Face. It seems, sir, you are but young 
About the town, that can make that a question. 
j Kas. Sir, not so young but i have heard some speech 
lOf Che angry boys, and seen them take tobacco, ... 
lAnd in his shop ; and I can take it too. 
And I would fain be o^e of 'em, and go down 
And practise in the country. 

Face. Sir, for the duello. 
The doctor, I assure you, shall inform you, 
To the least shadow of a hair, and show you 
An instrument he has of his own making, 
Wherewith no sooner shall you make report 
Of any quarrel, but he will take the height on 't 
Most mstanlly, and tell in what degree 
Of safety it lies in, or mortality. 
And how it may be borne, whether in a right line, 
Or a half-circle ; or may else be cast 
Into an angle blunt, if not acute : 
All this he will demonstrate. And then, rules 
I To give and take the lie by. 

Kas. How ! to take it ? 
f Face. Yes, in oblique he 'I! show you, or in circle ; 

But never in diameter. The whole town 
j' Study his theorems, and dispute them ordinarily 
i At the eating academies. 

Kas. But does he teach 
Living by the wits too ? 

Face. Anything whatever. 
You cannot think that subtlety but he reads it. 
He made me a captain. I was a stark pimp. 
Just of your standing, 'fore I met with him ; 
It is not two months since. I '11 tell you his method ; 
First, he will enter you at some ordinary. 

Kas. Ho, I '11 not come there ; you shall pardon me. 

Face. For why, sir .' 

Kas. There's gaming there, and tricks. 

Face. Why, would you be 
A gallant, and not game ? 

Kas, Ay, 'twill spend a man. 

Face. Spend you ! It will repair you wjien you are spent : 
How do they live by their wits there, that have vented 
Six times your fortunes ? 

Kas. What, three thousand a-year ! 

Face, Ay, forty thousand. 

Kas. Are there such .' 
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Face. Ay, sir, 
And gallants yet. Here 's a young gentleman 
Is born to nothing — IPoinis to Dapper] — forty marks a-yea 
Whi,jh I count nothing :— he is to be initiated, 
And have a fly of the doctor. He will win yon. 
By irresistible luck, within this fortnight, 
Enough to buy a barciny. They will set him 
Upmost, at the groom porters, all the Christmas : 
And for the whole year through, at every place 
Where there is play, present him with the chair ; 
The best attendance, the best drink ; some " 
Two glasses of canary, and pay nothing ; 
The purest linen and the sharpest knife, 
The partridge next his trencher ; and somewhere 
The dainty nook in private with the daintj-. 
You shall have your ordinaries bid for him. 
As playhouses for a poet ; and the master 
Pray him aloud to name what dish he affects, 
Which must be buttered shrimps ; and those that drink 
To no mouth else, will drink to his, as being 
The goodly president mouth of all the board. 

Kas. Do you not gull one ? 

Face. Ods, my life ! do you think it ? 
You shall have a cast commander (can but get 
In credit with a glover, or a spurrier, 
For some two pair of cither's ware aforehand!, 
Will by most swift posts, dealing with him. 
Arrive at competent means to keep himself. 
And be admired for 't. 

Kas. Will the doctor teach this ? 

Fiue. He will do more, sir ; when your land is gone, 
As men of spirit hate to keep earth long 
In a vacation, when small money is stirring, 
And ordinaries suspended till the term, 
He '11 show a perspective, where on one side 
You shall behold the faces and the persons 
Of all sufficient young heirs in town. 
Whose bonds are current for commodity ; 
On th' other side, the merchants' forms, and others, 
That without help of any second broker. 
Who would expect a share, will trust such parcels : 
In the third square, the veiy street and sign 
Where the commodity dwells, and does but wait 
To be delivered, be it pepper, soap, 
Hops, or tobacco, oatmeal, wood, or cheeses. 
All whieli you may so handle, to enjoy 
To your own use, and never stand obliged, 

Kas- V faith ! is he such a fellow ? 
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Face. Why, Nab here knows him. 
And then for making matches for rich widows, 
Young gentlewomen, heii*s, the fortunate st man 1 
He's sent to, far and near, all over England, 
To have his counsel, and to know their fortunes. 

Kas. God's will, my suster shall see him. 

Face. I '11 tell you, sir, 
What he did tell me of Nab. It 's a strange thing ; - 
By the way, you must eat no cheese. Nab, it breeds melanchotj', 
And that same melancholy breeds worms ; but pass it ; — 
He told me honest Nab here was ne'er at tavern 
But once in 's life. 

Drug. Truth, and no more I was not. 

Face. And then he was so sick 

Drug. Could he tell you tliat too? 

Face How should 1 know it ? 

Drug. In troth we had been a-shooting, 
And had a piece of fat ram mutton to supper. 
That lay so heavy o' my stomach 

Face. And he has no head 
To bear any wine ; for what with the noise of the fiddlers 
And care of his shop, for he dares keep no servants 

Drug. My head did so ache 

Face. As he was fain to be brought home, 
The doctor told me ; and then a good old woman 

Drug. Yes, faith — she dwells in Sea-coal Lane— did cure me, 
With sodden ale and pellitory of the w,i!l ; 
Cost me but twopence. — I had another sickness 
Was worse than that. 

Face. Ay, that was with the grief 
Thou took'st for being 'sessed at eighteen-pence 
For the waterwork. 

Drug. In truth, and it was like 
T' have cost me almost my life. 

Face. Thy hair went off i" 

Drug. Yes, sir; 't was done for spite. 

Face. Nay, so says the doctor. 

Kas. Pray thee, tobacco boy, go fetch my suster ; 
! '11 see this learned boy before J go, I 

And so shall she. 

Face. Sir, he is busy now ; 
But if you have a sister to fetch hither. 
Perhaps your own pains may command her sooner. 
And he by that time will be free. 

Kas. I go. [/■■.I// 

Face. Drugger, she 's thine ; the damask ! [i'.ivV Abru 

Subtle and I 
Must wrestle for her. \Aside^ Come on, Master Dapper, 
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To give your cause dispatch ; have you performed 
The ceremonies were enjoined you? 

Dap. Yes, of the vinegar 
And the clean shirt. 

Face. Tis well : that shirt may do you 
More worship than you think. Your aunt 's a-fire, 
But that she will not show it, t' liave a sight of you. 
Have you provided for her grace's servants ? 

Dap. Yes, here are six score Edward shillings. 

Face. Good ! 

Dap. And an old Harry sovereign. 

Face. Veiy good 1 

Dap. And three James shillings, and an Elizabeth groat ; 
Just twenty nobles. 

Face. Oh, you are too just. 
I would you had had the other noble in Maries, 

Dap. I have some Philip and Maries. 

Face. Ay, those same 
Are best of all ; where are they ? Hark, the doctor. 



Sub. \In a feigned voiced Is yet her grace's cousit 

Face. He is come. 

Sub. And is he fasting .' 

Face. Yes, 

Sub. And hath cried humt 

Face. Thrice, you must answer. 

Dap. Thrice, 

Sub. And as oft bus f 

Face. If you have, say. 

Dap. 1 have. 

Sub. Then, to her ciiz, 
Hoping that he hath vinegared his senses, 
As he was bid, the Fairy Queen dispenses, 
By me, this robe, the petticoat of fortune ; 
Which that he straight put on, she doth importune. 
And though to fortune near be her petticoat, 
Yet nearer is her smock, the queen doth note : 
And therefore, even of that a piece she hath sent, 
Which, bein^ a child, to wrap liim in was rent ; 
And prays him for a scarf he now will wear it, 
With as much love as then her grace did tear it, 
About his eyes — {They blind him -wit ktlie rag\ — to; 

fortunate. 
And, trusting unto her to make his state, 
He 'II throw away all worldly pelf about him ; 
Which that he will perform, she doth not doubt him. 



=,Google 



SCENE 11.] THE ALCHEMIST. S9 

Face. She need not doubt him. sir. Alas, he has nothing 
But what he will part withal as wiUingly 
Upon her grace's word — throw away your purse — 
As she would ask it ;— handkerchiefs and all — 

[He throws away as they hid him. 
She cannot bid that thing but he'll obey. — 
If you have a ring about you, ccst it off. 
Or a silver seal at your wrist ; her grace will send 
Her fairies here to search you, therefore deal 
Directly with her highness : if they find 
That you conceal a mile, you are undone. 

Dap. Truly, there's all. 

Face. All what ? 

Dap. My money : truly. 

Face. Keep nothing that is transitory about you. 
Bid Do! play music— [^J/'</e to SUBTLE,]— Look, the elves are 
come [DoLji/iyjj on the citlern within. 

To pinch you, if you tell not truth. Advise you. 

[They pinch htm. 

Dap. Oh ! I have a paper with a spur-ryal in 't. 

Face. Ti, ti. 
They knew 't, they say. 

Sub. Ti, ti, ti. ti. He has more yet. 

Face. Ti, ti-li-li. In the other pocket. [Aside to Sue, 

Sub. Titi, fiii, titi, titi, titi. 
They must pinch him or he will never confess, they say. 

{They pinch him again. 

Dap. Oh, oh ! 

Face. Nay, pray you hold : he is her grace's nephew, 
Ti,U,tif What care you? Good faith, you shall care.— 
Deal plainly, sir, and shame the fairies. Show 
You are innocent. 

Dap. By this good light, I have nothing. 

Sub. Ti, ti, ti, ti, to, la. He does equivocate, she says : 
Ti, ti, do ti, ti, ti., do, ti, da; and swears by the //W'^ when he is 
blinded. 

Dafi. By this good dark, I have nothing hut a half-crown 
Of gold about my wrist, that my lovo gave me ; 
And a leaden heart I wore since she forsook me. 

Face. I thought 'twas something. And would you incur 
Your aunt's displeasure for these trifles ? Come, 
I had rather you had thrown away twenty half-crowns. 

[Taiesitoff. 
You may wear your leaden heart still.— 

Enter DoL hastily. 

How now J 
Suli. What news, Dol ? 
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Dol. Yonder 's your knight, Sir Mammon. 

Face. Ods iid, we never tlioiight of liim till now ! 
Where is he ? 

Dol. Here hard by ; he is at the door. 

Sub. And you are not ready, now ! Dol, get his suit. 

\Exit Dol. 
He must not be sent back. 

Face. Oh, by no means. 
What shall we do with this same puffin here, 
Now he 's on the spit ? 

Sub. Why, lay him back awhile 
With some device. 

Re-enter DoL with Face's clotltes. 
■—Ti, ti, ft, ii, ti, it. Would her grace speak with me ? 
I come.^Heip, Dol ! \Knocking viithoiU. 

Face. \_Speaks through the key-hole^ Who 's there ? Sir 
Epicure, 
My master's in the way. Please you to walk 
Three or four turns, but till his back be turned. 
And I am for you. Quickly, Dol ! 

Sub. Her grace 
Commends her kindly to you. Master Dapper. 

Dap. I long to see her grace. 

Sub. She now is set 
At dinner in her bed, and she lias sent you 
From her own private trencher a dead mouse, 
And a piece of gingerbread, to be merry withaJ, 
And stay your stomach, lest you faint wiih fasting. 
Yet if you could hold out till she saw you, she says 
It would be better for you. 

Face. Sir, he shall 
Hold out, an 'twere this two hours, for her highness J 
I can assure you that. We will not lose 
All we have done. 

Sub. He must not see nor speak 
To anybody till then. 

Face. For that we 'Ii put, sir, 
A stay in's mouth. 

Sub. Of what? 

Face. Of gingerbraad. 
Make you it fit. He that hath pleased her grace 
Thus far, shall not now crinkle for a little.- 
Gape, sir, and let him fit you. 

{They ihi-ust a gagof rinprrbreail in Mi mouth. 

Sub. Where shall we now 
Bestow him ? 

Dol. In the privy. 
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Sub. Come along, sir, 
I now must show you Fortune's privy lodgings. 

Face. Are tliey perfumed, and his bath ready ? 

Sub. All : 
Only the fumigation 's somewhat strong. 

Face. [Speaking through the key-hole^ Sir Epicure, I am 
yours, sir, by-anJ-by. \Exeunt ivitk Dapper. 



Scene l.—A Room in Lovewii's House. 
Enter Face a}id Mammon. 

Face. Oh, sir, you are come in the only finest time. 

Mam. Where 's master ? 

Face. Now preparing for projection, sir. 
Your stuff will be all changed shortly. 

Mam. Into gold .' 

Face. To gold and silver, sir. 

Matn. Silver I care not for. 

Face. Yes, sir, a. little to give beggars. 

Mam. Where 's the lady ? 

Face. At hand here. I have told her such brave things of you. 
Touching your bounty and your noble spirit 

Mam. Hast thou ? 

Face As she is almost in her fit to see you. 
But, good sir, no divinity in your conference, 
For fear of putting her in rage. 

Mam. I warrant thee. 

Face. Six men will not hold her down ; and then 
If the old man should hear or see you— — 

Mam. Fear not. 

Face. The very house, sir. would run mad. You know it, 
How scrupulous he is, and violent, 
.Gainst the least act of sin. Physic or mathematics. 
Poetry, state, or frolic, as I told you, 
She will endure, and never startle ; but 
No word of controversy. 

Mam. i am schooled, good Ulen. 

Face. And you must praise her house, remember that. 
And her nobility. 

Mam. Let me alone : 
No herald, no, nor antiquity, Lungs, 
Shall do it better. Go. 

Fcue. Why, this k yet ' . 
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A kind of modern happiness to have 

Dol Common for a great lady. [Aside, and exit 

Mam. Now, Epicure, 
Heighten thyself, talk to her all in gold ; 
Rain her as many showers as Jove did drops 
Unto his Danae ; show the god a miser 
Compared with Mammon. What ! The stone will do't. 
She ahali feel gold, taste gold, hear gold, sleep gold ; 
Nay, we will conmmbere gold : I will be puissant 
And mighty in my talk to her. 

Re-enier Face, ■with DOL richly dressed. 

Here she comes. 

Face. To him, Dol, suckle him. This is the noble knight ; 
I told your ladyship 

Mam. Madam, with your pardon, 
I kiss your vesture. 

Dol. Sir, I were uncivil 
If I would suffer that ; ray lip to you, sir. 

Mam. I hope my lord, your brother, be in health, lady. 

Dol. My lord, my brother is, though I no iady, sir. 

Face. Well said my Guinea bird. [Aside. 

Mam. Right noble madam 

Face. Oh, we shall have most fierce idolatry, [Aside. 

Mam. 'Tis your prerogative 

Dol. Rather your courtesy. 

Mam. Were there nought else to enlat^e your virtues to tne. 
These answers speak your breeding and your blood. 

Dol. Blood we boast none, sir, a poor baron's daughter. 

Mam. Poor! And gat you ? Profane not. Had your father 
Slept all the happy remnant of his life 
After that aci, lien but there still and panted, 
He had done enough to make himself, his issue. 
And his posterity noble. 

Dol. Sir, although 
We may be said to want the gilt and trappings, 
The dress of honour, yet we strive to keep 
The seeds and the materials. 

Alam, I do see 
The old ingredient, virtue, was not lost, 
Not the drug money used to make your compound. 
There is a strange nobility in your eye. 
This lip, that chin ! Methinks you do resemble 
' One of the Austrian princes. 

Face. Very like! 
Her father was an Irish costermonger. [Aside- 

Mam. The House of Valois just had such a nose. 
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And such a forehead yet tha Medici 
Of Florence boast. 

Dnl. Trolh, and 1 have been likened 
To all the=e princes. 

Face. I'll be sworn I heard it. 

Mam. I knoiv not how ! It is not any one, 
But e'en the very choice of all their feaiures. 

Face. I '11 in, and laQgh. S^Aside, and cxU. 

Mam. A certain touch, or air. 
That sparkles a divinity beyond 
An earthly beauty ! 

Dol. Oh, you play the courtier. 

Mam. Good lady, give me leave-^ 

Dol. In faith 1 may not, 
To mock me, sir. 

Mam. To burn in this sweet fiaiiie ; 
The phcenix never knew a nobler death. 

Dol. Nay, now you court the courtier, and destroy 
What you would build : this art, sir, in your words 
Calls your whole faith in question. 

Maja. By my soul 

Dol. Nay, oaths are made ot the same air, sir. 

Mam. Nature 
Never bestow'd upon mortality 
A more unblamed, a more harmonious feature ; 
She played the stepdame in all faces else r 
Sweet madam, let me be particular 

Dol. Particular, sir I I pray you know your distance, 

Matn. In no ill sense, sweet lady ; but to ask 
How your fair graces pass the hours ? I see 
You are lodged here in the house of a rare man, 
An excellent artist ; but what 's that to you } 

Dol. Yes, sir ; I study here the mathematics ", 
And distillation. 

Mum. Oh, I cry your pardon. 
He 's a divine instructor : can extract 
The souls of all things by his art ; call all 
The virtues and the miracles of the sun 
Into a temperate furnace ; teach dull nature 
\Vhat her own forces are. A man, the emperor 
Has courted above-Kelly ; sent his medals 
And chains to invite him, 

Dol. Ay, and for his physic, sir 

Mam. Above the art of v4isculapius, 
That drew the envy of the Thunderer ! 
I know all this, and more. 

Dol. Troth, I am taken, sir, 
Whole with these studies, that contemplate nature. 
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Mam. It is a noble humour ; but this form 
Was not intended to so dark ii use. 
Had you been crooked, foul, of some coarse mould, 
A cloister had done well ; but such a feature 
That might stand up the glory of a kin^'riom, 
To live recluse, is a mere solecism, 
Though in a nunnery. It must not be. 
I muse, my lord your brother wili permit it : 
You should spend half my land first, were I he. 
Does not this diamond better on my finger 
Than in the quarry ? 

Dot. Yes. 

Afam. Why, you are like it. 
You were created, lady, for the light. 
Here, you shall wear it ; take it, the first pledge 
Of what I speak, to bind you to believe me. 

Dol. In chains of adamant ? 

Main. Yes, the strongest bands. 
And take a secret too— here, by your side, 
Doth stand this hour the happiest man in Europe. 

Dol. You ai* contented, sir J 

Mam. Nay, in true being 
The envy of princes and the fear of states. 

Doi. Say you so. Sir Epicure .' 

Main. Yes, and thou shalt prove it. 
Daughter of honour. I have cast mine eye 
Upon thy form, aud I will rear this beauty 
Above all styles, 

Dol. You mean no treason, sir ? 

Mam. No, I will take away that jealousy. 
I am the lord of the philosophes's stone. 
And thou the lady. 

Dol. How sir ! Have you that ? 

Mam. I am the master of the mastery. 
This day the good old wretch here o' the house 
Has made it for us ; now he 's at projection. 
Think therefore thy first wish now, let me hear it, 
And it shall rain into thy lap, no shower, 
But floods of gold, whole cataracts, a deluge. 
To get a nation on thee. 

Dol. You are pleased, sir. 
To work on the ambition ef our sex. 
I Mam. I am pleased the glory of her sex should know 
I This nook, here, of the Friars is no climate 
j For her to live obscurely in, to learn 
i Physic and surjery, far the constable's wife 
Of some odd hundred in Essex ; but come forth 
And taste the air of palaces ; eat, drink 
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The toils of empirics, and their boasted practice; 

Tincture of pearl and coral, gold and amber ; 

Be seen at feasts and triumphs ; have it asked. 

What miracle she is ; set all the eyes 

Of court a-fire, like a burning glass, 

And work them into cinders, when the jewels 

Of twenty states adorn thee, and the light 

Strikes out the stars \ that when thy name is mentioned 

Queens may look pale ; and we but showing our love, 

Nero's Poppsa may be lost in story ! 

Thus will we have it. 

Dol. I could well consent, sir. 
But in a monarchy how will this l>e ? 
The prince will soon take notice, and both seize 
- You and your stone, it being a wealth unfit 
For any private subject. 

Mam. Ifheknewit. 

Dol. Yourself do boast it, sir. 

Mam. To thee, my life. 

Dol. Oh, but beware, sir \ you may come to end 
The remnant of your days in a loathed prison. 
By speaking of it. 

Mam. 'Tis no idle fear: 
We'll therefore go withal, my girl, and hve 
In a fiee state, where we will eat our mullets 
Soused in high-country wines, sup pheasants' eggs, 
And have our cockles boiled in silver shells ; 
Our shrimps to swim again, as when they lived. 
In a rare butter made of dolphins' milk, 
Whose cream does look like opals ; and with these 
Delicate meats, set ourselves high for pleasure, 
And take us down again, and then renew 
Our youth and strength with drinking the elixir, 
And so enjoy a perpetuity 

Of hfe and lust 1 And thou shalt have thy wardrobe 
Richer than nature's, still to change thyself, 
And vary oftener, for thy pride, than she 
Or art, her wise and almost equal servant. 

Re-enter Face. 
Face. Sir, you are too loud. I hear you every word 
Into the laboratory. Some litter place ; 
The garden, or great chamber above. How like you heri 
Mam, Excellent ! Lungs. There 's for thee. 

[Gives him ; 
Face. But do you hear ? 
Good sir, beware, no mention of the rabbins. 
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Mam. We think not on 'em. ^Exeunt MaM. and Doi.. 

Face. Oil, it is well, sir.— Subtle I 

iTn^i^r Subtle. 
Dost thou not laugh ? 
■ Sub. Yes ; are they gone ? 

Face. All 's clear. 

Sub. The widow is come. 

Face. And your quarrelling disciple ? 

Sub. Ay. 

Face. I must to my captainship again, then. 

Sub. Stay, bring them in first. 

Face. So I meant. What is she? 
A bonnibel ? 

Sub. I know not. 

Face. We '11 draw lots : 
You '11 stand to that ? 

Sub. What else ? 

Face. Oh, fur a suit. 
To fall now like a curtain, flap ! 

Sub. To the door, man. 

Face. You'll have the first kiss, 'cause I am not ready. {Exit 

Sub. Yes, and perhaps hit you through both the nostrils. 

Face. [Within^ Who would you s^eak with ? 

Kas. {Within^ Where 's the captain .' 

Face.\WiihiiC\ Gone, sir, 
About some business. 

Kas. imthin:\ Gone ! . 

Face. \Wilkin.\ He'll return straight. 
But Master Doctor, his lieutenant, is here. 

Enter K\'~,TKii,, followed by Dame Pliant. 

Sub, Come near, my worshipful boy, my terra Jilt, 
That is, my boy of land ; make thy approaches : 
Welcome ; I know thy lusts and thy desires. 
And I will serve and satisfy them. Begin, 
Charge me from thence, or thence, or in this line ; 
Here is my centre : ground thy quarrel 

Kas. You lie. 

Sub. How, child of wrath and anger ! the loud lie ? 
For what, my sudden boy ? 

Kas. Nay, that look you to, 
I am aforehand. 

Sub. Oh, this is no true grammar. 
And as ill logic ! You must render cause-ii, chil^. 
Your first and second intentions, know your canons 
And your divisions, moods, degrees, and differences, 
Your predicaments, substance, and accident, 
Series, extern and intern, with their causes, 
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Efficient, material, formal, final, 
And have your elements perfect ? 

Kas. What is this I 
The angry tongue he talks ifl? \_Asidt. 

Sub, That false precept 
Of being aforehand has deceived a number. 
And made them enter quarrels, oftentimes 
Before they were aware ; and afterward 
Against their wills. 

Kas. How must I do then, sir? 

Sub. I cry this lady mercy ; she should first 
Have been saluted. \Kisses herT}^ I do call you lady. 
Because you are to be one ere 't be long, 
My soft and buxom widow. 

Kas. Is she, i' faiih ? 

Sub. Yes, or my art is an egregious liar. 

Kas. How know you ? 

Sub. By inspection on her forehead, 
And subtlety of her lip, which rnust be tasted 
Often, to make a judgment. \Kisses her again.\ 

'Slight, she melts 
Like a myrobolane: — here is yet a line, 
In rivo frontis, tells me he is no knight. 

Dame P. What is he then, sir? 

Sub. Let me see your hand. 
Oh, your Una forluna makes it plain ; 
And Stella here in Monte Veneris. 
But, most oiaiA,JHJU:tarti annularis. 
He is a soldier, or a man of art, lady. 
But shall have soma great honour shortly. 

Dame P. Brother, 
He's a rare man, believe me I 

Re-enter Vxc-s. in his uniform. 

Kas. Hold your peace. 
Here comes the t' other rare man.— Save you, captain. 

Face. Good Master Kastril ! Is this your sister .' 

Kas. Ay, sir. 
Please you to kuss her, and be proud to know her. 

Face. I shall he proud to know you, lady. {Kisses her. 

Dame P. Brother, 
He calls me lady too. 

Kas. Ay, peace: I heard it. {Takes her aside. 

Face. The count is come. 

Sub. Where is he ? 

Face. At the door. 

Sub. Why, you must entertain him. 
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Face. What will yoii do 
With, these the while ? 

Sjeb. Why, have them up, and show them 
Some fustian book, or the dark glass. 

Face. 'Fore God, 
She is a delicate dab chick : I must have her. \Exit, 

Sub. Must you \ ay, if your fortune will, you must.— ' 
Come sir, the captain will come to us presently ; 
I '11 have you to my chamber of demonstrations, 
Where I will show you both the grammar and logic 
And rhetoric of qimrrelling ; my whole method 
Drawn out In tables : and my instrument. 
That hath several scales upon 't, shall make you 
Able to quarrel at a straw's breadth by moonlight. 
And, lady, I '11 have you look in a glass, 
.,ome half an hour, but to clear your eyesight, 
, igainst you see your fortune ; which is greater 
Than I may judge upon the sudden, trust me. 

\Exit, followed by Kam. and Dame P. 

Re-eiiier Face. 
Face. Where are you, doctor i 
Sub. {Witkm.'\ i '11 come to you presently. 
Face. I will have this same widow, now I have seen her. 
On any composition, 

Re-e7lter SUBTLE, 

Sub. What do you say ? 

Face. Have you disposed of them '; 

Sub. I have sent them up. 

Face. Subtle, in troth, I needs must have this widow. 

Sub. Is that the matter ? 

Face. Nay, but hear me. 

Sub. Goto, 
If yoii rebel once, Dol shall know il all : 
Therefore be quiet, and obey your chance. 

Face. Nay, thou art so violent now. Do but conceive 
Thou art old and canst not serve 

Sub. Who cannot '! I ? 
'Slight, 1 will serve her with thee, for a 

Face. Nay, 
But understand : 1 '11 give you composition. 

Sub. I will not treat with thee ; what ; sell my fortune : 
'Tis better than my birthright. Do not murmur : 
Win her, and cany her. If you grumble, Dol 
Knows it directly. 

Face. Well, sir, I am silent. 
Will you go help to fetch in Don in state 'i [Exit. 
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Sui, I follow you, sir : we must keep Face in awe. 
Or he will overlook us like a tyrant. 

Re-enter Face, introducing Surly disguised as a Spaniard. 
Brain of a. tailor I who comes here ? Don John 1 

Sur. Senores, beso las manos a vuestras mercedes. 

Sub. Would you had stooped a littl^ and kissed our anos! 

Face. Peace, Subtle. 

Sub. Stab me : I shall never hold, man. 
He looks in that deep ruff like a head in a platter, 
Served in by a short cloak upon two trestles. 

Face. Or, what do you say to a collar of brawn, cut down 
Beneath the souse, and wriggled with a knife? 

Sub. 'Slud, he does look too fat to be a Spaniard. 
I Face. Perhaps some Fleming or some Hollander got him 
In D' Alva's lime ; Count Egmont's bastard. 

Sub. Don, 
Your scurvy, yellow, Madrid face is welcome. 

Sur. Gratia. 

Sub. He speaks out of a fortification. 
Pray God he have no squibs in those deep sets. 

Sur. Por dios, senores, muy linda casa ! 

Sub, What says he ? 

Face. Praises the house, I think ; 
I know no more but 's action. 

Yes, the casa. 
My precious Diego, will prove fair enough 
To cozen you in. Do you mark ? You shall 
Be cozened, Diego. 

Face. Cozened, do you see. 
My worthy Doniel, cozened. 

Sur. Entiendo. 

Sub. Do you intend it? So do we, dear Don. 
Have you brought pislolets or portagues. 
My solemn Don ? — Dost thou feel any ? 

Face. \Feels his pockets^ Full. 

Sub. You shall be emptied, Don, pumped and drawn 
Dry, as they say. 

Face. Milked, in troth, sweet Don. 

Sub. See all the monsters ; the great lion of all, Don. 

Sur. Con licencia, se puede ver a esta senora ? 

Sub. What talks he now? 

Face. Of the senora, 

Sub. Oh, Don, 
That is the lioness, which you shall see 
Also, my Don. 

Face. 'Slid, Subtle, how shall we do .'' 

Sub. For what ? 

Face, Why Dol's employed, you know. 
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Sub. That 's toie, 
'Fore heaven I know not : he must stay, that 's ail. 

Fai:e. Stay ! tliat he must not by no means. 

Sub. No! Why? 

Face. Unless you 11 mar all. 'Slight, he will suspect it : 
And then he will not pay, not half so well. 
This is a travelled master, and does know 
All the delays ; a notable hot rascal, 
And looks already rampant. 

Sub. 'Sdeath, and Mammon must not be troubled. 

Face. Mammon ! in no case. 

Sub. What shall we do then? 

Face. Think : you must be sudden, 

Sur. Entiendo que la senora es tan herrnosa, que eodicio tan 
Ji verla, como la bien aventuran^a de mi vida. I 

Face. Mi vida! 'Slid, Subtle, he puts me in mind o' the widow. 
What dost Ihou say to draw her to it, ha I 
And tell her 't is her fortune ? All our venture 
Now lies upon 't. It is but one man more, 
Which of us chance to have her: and beside, — 
What dost thou think on 't, Subtle ? 

Sub. Who, I ? Why 

Face. The credit of our house too is engaged. 

Sub. Yon made me an offer for my share erewhile. 
What wilt thou give me i' faith ? 

Face. Oh, by that light 
I '11 not buy now ; you know your doom to me. 
E'en take your lot, obey your chance, sir ; win her, 
And wear her, sir, for me. 

Sub. 'Slight, I '11 not have her then. 

Face. It is the common cause; therefore bethink you. 
Dol else must know it as you said. 

Sub. I care not. 

Sur. Senores, porque se tarda taiita ? 

Sub. Fdth, I ant not fit, I am old. 

Face. That's now no reason, sir. 

Sur. Puede ser, de hazer burla dc mi amor ? 

Face. You hear the Don too ? by this air I call, 
And loose the hinges : Dol ! 

Sub. A plague of hell- 

Face. Will you then do ? 

Sub. You are a tennble rogue ! 
I II think of this : will you, sir, call the widow? 

Face. Yes, and I 'II lake her too with ali her faults, 
Now I do think on't better. 

Sub. With all my heart, sir; 
Am I discharged o' the lot ? 

Face, As you please, 
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Sub. Hands. [Tiny lake- IiamU. 

Face. Remember now, that upon any change 
You never claim her. 

Sub. Much good joy and health to you, sir. 
Marry her so I Fate, let me wed a witch first. 

Sur. Por estas honradas barbas 

Sub. He swears by his beard. 
Dispatch, and call the brother too. [E.ril Vscv.. 

Sur. Tiengo duda, senores, 
Que no me hjigan alguna traycion. 

Sub. How, issue on ? yes, prresto, senor. Please you 
, Enthraiha the chambraiha, worthy Don : 
" Where if you please the fates, in your bafkada, 
' Vou shall be soaked, and stroked, and tubbed, and rubbed, 
And senibbed, and fubbed, dear Don, before you go. 
Vou shall in faith, my scurvy baboon Don. 
Be curried, clawed, and flawed, and tawed indeed. 
i will the heartlier go about it now, 
And malte the widow yours so much the sooner, 
To be revenged on this impetuous Face ; 
The quickly doing of it is the gtace. [Exeunt StJB . and Surly. 



Scene II. — Amt/ier Room in the same. 
Enter Face, Kastril, and Dame Pliant, 

Face. Come, lady : I knew the doetor would not leave 
Till he had found the very nick of her fortune, 

fCas. To be a countess, say you, a Spanish countess, sir ? 

Dame P. Why, is that better than an English countess ? 

Face. Better ! 'Slight, make you that a question, lady ? 

Kas. Nay, she is a fool, captain, you must pardon her. 

Face. Ask from your courtier, to your inns of court man, 
To your mere milliner ; they will tell you all. 
Your Spanish gennet is the best horse ; your Spanish 
Stoup is the best garb ; your Spanish beard 
Is the best cut ; your Spanish ruffs are the best 
Wear ; your Spanish pavin the best dance ; 
Your Spanish titillation in a glove 
The best perfume : and for your Spanish pike 
And Spanish blade, let your poor captain speak — 
Here comes the doctor. 






Enter SUBTLE, -with a paper 

Sub. My most honoured lady, 

or so I am now to style you, having found 
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By this my scheme you are to undei^o 
An honourable fortune very shortly. 
What will you say now, if some 

Face. I have told her all, sir ; 
And her right worshipful brother here, that she shall he 
A countess ; do not delay them, sir ; a Spanish countess. 

Sub. Still, my scarce-worshipful captain, you can keep 
No secret ! Well, since he has told you, madam. 
Do you forgive him, and I do. 

Kas. She shall do that, sir ; 
1 '11 look to 't, 't is my charge. 

Sub. Well then ; nought rests 
But that she fit her love now to her fortune. 

Dame P. Truly, I shall never brook a Spaniard. 

Sub. No! I 

Dame P. Never since eighty-eight could I abide them, 
And that was some three years afore I was bom, in truth. 

Sub. Come, you must love him, or be miserable ; 
Choose which you will. 

Face. By this good rush, persuade her. 
She will cry strawberries else within this twelvemonth. 

Sub. Nay, shads and mackerel, which is worse. 

Face. Indeed, sir! 

Kas. Ods lid, you shall love him, or I 'i! kick you 

Dame P. Why, 
1 11 do as you wiiE have me, brother. 

Kas. Do, 
Or by this hand I '11 maul you. 

Face. Nay, good sir, 
Be not so fierce. 

Sub. No, my enraged child ; 
She will be ruled. What, when she comes to taste 
The pleasures of a countess ! to be courted 

Face. And kissed, and ruffled ! 

Sub. Ay, behind the hangings. 

Face. And then come forth in pomp ! 

Sub. And know her state ! 

Fac^. Of keeping all the idolaters of the chamber 
Barer to her than at their prayers ! 

Sub. Is served 
Upon the knes ! 

Face. And has her pages, ushers, 
Footmen, and coathes 

Sub. Her six mares 

Face. Nay, eight ! 

Sub. To hurry her through London, to the Exchange, 
Bethlem, the china-houses 

F'ue. Yes, and have 
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The citizens gape at her, and praise her tires, 
And my lord's humble bands, that ride with her. 

Kds. Most brave ; By this hand, you are not my suster 
If you refuse. 

Dame P. 1 will not refuse, brother. 

Enter SURLV. 

Sur. Que es esto, senores, que non se venga? 
Esta tardania me mata ! 

Face. It is the Count come : 
The doctor knew he would be here, by his art. 

Sud. En gallanta madama, Don ! gallant issima ! 

Suf. For todos los dioses,. la mas !icabada 
Hermosura, que hevisto en mi vida ! 

Face. Is 't not a gallant language that they speak ? 

Kas. An admirable language ! Is 't not French ? 

Face. No, Spanish, sir- 

AVj. It goes like law-French, 
And that, they say, is the courtliest language. 

Face. List, sir. 

Swr. El sol ha perdido su lumbre, con el 
Resplandor que traeesta dama ! Valga me dios ! 

Face. He admires your sister. 

Kas. Must not she make curtsey .' 

Sud. Ods will, she must go to him, man, and kiss him ! 
It is the Spanish fashion for the women 
To make first court. 

Face. 'Tis true he tells you, sir ; 
His ait knows all. 

Sur. Porque no se acude '! 

Kas. He speaks to her, I think. 

Face, That he does, sir. 

Sur, Por el amor de dios, que es esto, que se tarda ? 

Ka.^. Nay, see : she will not understand him ! Gull, 
Noddy. 

Dame P. What say you, brother ? 

Kas. Ass, my suster. 
Go kuss him, as the cunning man would have you ; 
I'll thrust a pin in your back else. 

Face. Oh no, sir, 

Siir. Senora mia, mi persona esta muy indigna 
De allegar atanta Hermosura. 

Face, Does he not use her bravely ? 

Kas. Bravely, i' faith ! 

Face. Nay, he will use her better. 

Kas. Do you think so ? 

Sur. Senora si sera servida, entremus. 

[Exit with Dam£ Pliant. 
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Kas. Where does he carry her ? 

Face. Into the garden, sir ; 
Take you no thought ; I must interpret for her. 

Sub. Give Dol the word. — \Ande to Face, "who goes ni:l\- 
Come, my fierce child, advance. 
We'll to our quarrelling lesson again. 

Kas. Agreed. 
1 love a Spanish boy with all my heart. 

Sub. Nay, and by this means, sir, you shall be brotjier 

Kas. Ay, I knew that at first. 
This match will advance the house of the KaStrils. 

Sub. Pray God your sister prove but pliant ! 

Kas. Why, 
Her name is so, by her other husband. 

Sub. How ? 

Kas. The Widow Pliant. Knew you not that ? 

Sub. No, faith, sir; 
Yet, by erection of her figure, I guessed it. 
Come, let 's go practise. 

Kas. Yes, but do you think, doctor, 
I e'er shall quarrel well 'i 

Sub. I warrant you. \Exeunt. 



Scene Ml.— Another Room in the same. 
Enter UOL in her Jit of raving, folloived by \A!M.l.\0^. 

Dol. For after Alexander's death 

Mam. Good lady 

Dol. That Pcrdiccas and Antigonus were slain, 
The two that stood, Seleuc', and Ptolemy 

Man. Madam. 

Dol. Made up the two legs, and the fourth beast, 
That was Gog-north and Egypt-south : which after 
Was called Gog-iron-leg and South-iron-leg 

ATaiii. Lady 

Dol. And then Gog-horned, So was Egypt too : 
Then Egypt -clay-leg and Gog-clay-leg 

Mam. Sweet madam 

Dol. And last Gog-dust and Egypt-dust, which fall 
In the last link of the fourth chain. And these 
Uc stars in story, which none see or look at 

Mam. What shall I do i 

Dol. For, as he says, except 
We call the rabbins, and the heathen Greeks— 

Mam. Dear lady 
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Enter FACE, hastily, in his Servant's liivss. 

Face. What 's the matter, sir ? 

Vol. To speak the tongue of Eber and Javan 

Mam. Oh, 
.She's in her fit. 

Dot. We shall know nothing 

Face. Death, sir. 
We are undone ! 

Dot. Where then a learned Knguist 
Shall see the ancient used communion 
Of vowels and consonants 

Face. My master will hear ! 

Dol. A wisSom which Pythagoras held moat high 

Mam. Sweet iionourable lady ! 

Dol. To comprise 
All sounds of voices, in few marks of letters 

Face. Nay, you must never hope to lay her now. 

iThey nil speak. 

Dol. And so we may arrive by Talmud skill 
And profane Greek, to raise the building up 
Of Helen's house against the Ishmaelite, 
King of Thogarraa, and his habergions 
Brimstony, blue, and fiery ; and the force 
Of King Abaddon, and the beast of Cittim ; 
Which Rabbi David Kimchi, Onkelos, 
And Aben Ezra do interpret Rome. 

Face. How did you put hei- into 't ? [ Together witli Dol. 

Mam. Alas ! I talked 
Of a fifth monarchy I would erect. 
With the philosopher's stone, by chance, and she 
Fails on the other four straight. 

Face. Out of Broughton '. 
I told you so. 'Slid, stop her mouth. 

Mam. Is 't best ? 

Face. She'll never leave else. If the old man hear her 

Sub. [mihia.] What 's to do there ? 

Face. Oh, we are lost I Now she hears him, she is quiet. 

Enter Subtle ; they run different ways. 

Mam. Where shall I hide me ! 

5k*. How ! what sight is here .■' 
Close deeds of darkness, and that shun the light I 
Bring him again. Who is he ? What, ray son ! 
Oh, I have lived too long. 
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Mam, Nay, good, dear father, 
There was no evil purpose. 

Sub. Not ! and flee me. 
When I come in ? 

Mam. That was my error. 

Sub. Error ! 
Guilt, giiilt, my son : give it the right name. No marvel 
If I found check in our great work within, 
When such affairs as these were managing. 

Mam. Why, have you so ? 

Sub. It has stood still this half-hour: 
And all the rest of our less works gone back. 
Where is the instrument of wickedness. 
My lewd false drudge .' 

Mam. Nay, good sir, blame not him ; 
Believe me, 't was against his will or knowledge ; 
I saw her by chance. 

Sub. Will you commit more sin, 
To excuse a varlet ? 

Mam. By my hope 't is true sir. 

Sub. Nay, then I wonder less, if you, for whom 
The blessing was prepared, would so tempt heaven. 
And lose your fortunes. 

Mam. Why, sir ? 

Sub. This will retard 
The work a month at least. 

Mam, Why, if it do. 
What remedy ? But think it not, good father : 
Our purposes were honest. 

Sub. As they were, 
So the reward will prove. — \_A loud explosion within. 

How now 1 Ah me ! 
Cod and all saints be good to us. 

Re-enter FACE. 

What's that? 
Face. Oh, sir, we are defeated ! All the works 
Are flown infumo, every glass is burst ; 
Furnace and all rent down ; as if a bolt 
Of thunder had been driven through the house. 
Retorts, receivers, pelicans, bolt heads, 
All struck in shivers ! [SUBTLE _/&/& doivn as in a s'ui.wn. 

Help, good sir \ Alas, 
Coldness and death invades Sim. Nay, .Sir Mammon, 
Do the fair ofidces of a man ! You stand 
As you were readier to depart than he. {Knockint; wil/iin. 

Who 's there ? My lord her brother is come. 
Mam, Ha, Lungs 1 
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Face. His coach is 
' For he 's as furious a 

Mam. Alas ! 

Face. My brain is quite undone with the fume, sir, 
I ne'er must hope to be mine own man again. 

Main. Is all lost, Limgs? Will nothing be preserved 
Of all our cost? 

Face. Faith, very little, sir ; 
A peck of coals or so, which is cold comfort, sir. 

Mam. Oh, my voluptuous mind ! I am justly punished. 

Face. And so am I, sir. 

Mam. Cast forth from all my hopes 

Face. Nay, certainties, sir. 

Mam. By mine own base affections. 

Sub. \Seemiiig to come io himsel/.l Oh, the curst fruits of vice 
and lust! 

Mam. Good father. 
It was my sin. Forgive il. 

Sub. Hangs my roof 
Over us still, and will not fall, O justice, 
Upon us for this wicked man I 

Face. Nay, look, sir, 
You grieve him now with staying in his sight ; 
Good, sir, the nobleman will come too, and take you, 
And that may breed a tragedy. 

Mam. I'll go. 

Face. Ay, and repent at home, sir. It may be. 
For some good penance you may have it yet ; 
A hundred pounds to the box at Bethlem 

Mam. Yes, 

Face. For the restoring such as have their wits. 

Mam. I'll do 't. 

Face, I'll send one to you to receive it. 

Mam. Do. 
Is no projection left ? 

Face. All flown, or stinks, sir. 

Mam. Will nought be saved that's good for med'cine, 
think'st thou ? 

Face. I cannot tell, sir. There will be perhaps 
Something about the scraping of the shards 
Will cure the itch— though not your itch of mind, sir. {Asni.-. 
It shall be saved for you, and sent home. Good, sir. 
This way for fear the lord should meet you. 

[Exit MAilMON, 

Sub. [Raising his /read.] Face ! 

Sub. !s be gone ? 

Face. Yes, and as heavily 
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As all tlie gold he hoped for were in 's biooti. 
Let us be light, though. 

Sub. \Lsaping up.\ Ay, as bails, and bound 
And hit our heads against the roof for joy : 
There 's so much of our care now cast away. 

Face. Now to our Don. 

Sud. Yes, your young widow by this time 
Is made a countess. Face ; she has been in travail 
Of a young heir for you. 

Face. Good, sir. 

Sui. Off with your case. 
And greet her kindly, as a bridegroom should, 
After these common hazards. 

Face. Very well, sir, 
Will yoii go fetch Don Diego off the while ? 

Suk And fetch him av-er too, if you '1! be pleased, sir ; 
Would Dol were in her place, to pick his pockets now ! 

Face. Why, you can do 't as well, if you would set to 't. 
I pray you prove your virtue. 

Sui. For yoiu- sake, sir. {Exmnt. 

Scene IV. — Another Room in t!te same. 
Enter SURLY and Dame Pliant. 

Sur. Lady, you see into what hands you are fallen ; 
' 'Mongst what a nest of villains ! and how near 
Your honour was to have catched a certain flaw, 
Through your credulity, had I but been 
So punctually forward, as place, time, 
And other circumstances would have made a man ; 
For you 're a handsome woman : would you were wise too ! 
1 am a gentleman come here disguised, 
Only to find the knaveries of this citadel ; 
And where I might have wronged your honour, and have not, 
I claim some interest in your love. You are, 
They say, a widow, rich ; and I'm a bachelor. 
Worth nought : your fortunes may make me a man, 
As mine have preserved you a woman. Think upon it, 
And whether I have deserved vou or no. 

Dame P. I will, sir. 

Sur. And for these household rogues, let me alone 
To treat with them 

Enter Subtle. 

Sub. How doth my noble Diego, 
And my dear Madam Countess? Hath the Count 
Been courteous, lady ? liberal and open ? 
Donzel, methinks you look melancholic 
After your interview, and scurvy : truly 
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I do not like the dulness of your eye ; 
It hath a heavy cast, 't is upsee Dutch, 
And says you are a lumpish cavalier. 
Be lighter, I will make your pockets so. 

[Attempts to pick them. 

Sur. [Throws open his cloakl] Will you, Don Bawd and pick- 
purse ? [Strikes him down.] H ow now ! Reel you ? 
Stand up, sir ; you shall find, since I am so heavy, 
I'll give you equal weight. 

Sni. Help! murder! 

Sur. No, sir. 
There's no such thiug intended : a good cart 
And a dean whip shal! ease you of that fear. 
I am the Spanish Don thai should be cozeiid— 
Do you see, cozen'df Where's your Captain Face, 
Tliat parcel broker, and whole-bawd, all rascal 1 

Enter Face in Ms umfonn. 

Face. How, Surly 1 

Sur. Oh, make your approach, good captain. 
I have found from whence your copper rings and spoons 
Come, now, wherewith you cheat abroad in taverns. 
'Twas here you learned to anoint your boot with brimstone, 
Then rub men's gold on't for a kind of touch. 
And say 'twas nought, when you had changed the colour. 
That you might have it for nothing. And this doctor, 
Your sooty, smoky-bearded compeer, he 
Will close you so much gold, in a bolt's head, 
And, on a turn, convey in the stead another 
With sublimed mercury, ihat shall burst in tlie heat, 
And fly out all in fumo ! Then weeps Mammor ( 
Then swoons his worship. [FACE slips orit^ Or, he is the 

Faustus 
That casteth figures and can conjure, cures 
Plagues, piles, and pox, by the cphemerides. 
And holds intelligence while you send in— 
Captain — what! is he gone ?~-damsels with child. 
Wives that are barren, or the waiting-maid 
With the green sickness. \Seises SUBTLE as he is retiring. 

Nay, sir, you must tarry. 
Though he be 'scaped, at\d answer by the ears, sir. 

Reenter FACE tsiith Kastril. 

Face. Why, now's the time, if ever you will quarrel 
Well, as they say, and be a true-born child : 
The doctor and your sister both are abused. 

Kas. Where is he f Which is he ? He is a slave. 
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Whate'er he is, and he must answer me. — Are you 
The man, sir, I would know ? ' 

Sur, I should be loth, sir, 
To confess so much. 

Kas. 'I'hen you lie in your throat. 

Sur. How! 

Face. [Tc Kastril.] A very errant rogue, sir, and a cheater, 
Employed here by another conjurer. 
That does not love the doctoi', and would cross him 
If he knew how. 

Sur. Sir, you are abused. 

JCas. You lie ; 
And 't is no matter. 

Face. Well said, sir ! He is 
The impudentest rascal 

Sur. You are indeed : wiU you hear me, sir ? 

Face. By no means ; bid him begone. 

/Cos. Begone, sir, quickly, 

Sur. This is strange ! — LadJ, do you inform your brother. 

Face. There is not such a foist in all the town, 
The doctor had him ptesently ; and finds yet 
The Spanish Count will come here. — Bear op. Subtle. [Aside. 

Sud. Yes, sir, he must appear within this hour. 

Face, And yet this rogue would come in a disguise. 
By the temptation of another spirit, 
To trouble our art, though he could not hurt it ! 

I know — Away — [/f kis Sis/er']~yoii talk like a. foolish mauther. 

Sur. Sir, all is truth she says. 

Face. Do not believe him, sir. 
He is the lyingest swabber I Come your ways, sir. 

Sur. You are valiant out of company ! 

K'as. Yes ; how then, sir. 

EuUr Dkuggee, wM a piece of davtask. 

Face. Nay, here 's an honest fellow too, that knows liim 
And all his tricks. Make good what I say, Abel ; 
This cheaier would have cozened thee o' the widow. 

\Asiiic to Drug. 
He owes this honest Drugger here, seven pounds. 
He has had on him, in twopen'orths of tobacco. 

Dneg. Yes, sir. 
And he has damned himself three terms to pay me. 

Face. And what does he owe for lotium ? 

Drug. Thirty shillings, sir ; 
And for six syringes. 

Sur. Hydra of villainy ! 

Sur, Nay, sir ; you must quarrel him out o' tlie house. 
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Kas. I will : 
— Sir, if you get not out o' doors you lie ? 
And you are a pimp. 

Sur. Why, this is madness, sir, 
Not valour in you ; I must laugh at this. 

Kas. It is my humour : you are a pimp and a trig. 
And an Amadis de Gaul or a Don Quixote. 

Drug. Or a knight o' the curious coxcomb, do you see ? 

Enter ANANIAS. 

Ana. Peace to the household ! 

Kas. I 'il keep peace for no man. 

Ana. Casting of dollars is concluded lawful. 

Kiu. Is he the constable ? 

Sub. Peace, Ananias. 

Face. No, sir. 

Kas. Then you are an otier, a shad, a whit, a very tim. 

Sur. You 'II hear me, sir ? 

Kas. I will not. 

Ana. What is the motive ? 

Sub. Zeal in the young gentleman 
Against his Spanish slops. 

Ana. They arc profane, 
Lewd, superstitious, and idolatrous breeches. 

Sur. New rascals ! 

Kas. Will you begone, sir ? 

Ana. Avoid, Satan ! 
Thou art not of the light : That ruff of pride 
About thy neck betrays thee ; and is the same 
With that which the unclean birds, in seventy-seven, 
Were seen to prank it with on divers coasts : 
Thou look'st like Antichrist, in that lewd hat. 

Sur. I must give way. 

Kas. Begone, sir. 

Swr. But I '11 take 
A course with you 

Ana. Depart, proud Spanish fiend ! 

Snr. Captain and Doctor. 

A>M. Child of perdition ! 

Kas. tlence, sir 1 \_Exit St 

Did I not quarrel bravely? 

Face. Yes, indeed, sir. 

Kas. Nay, and I give my m 

Face. Oh, yon must follow, ; 
He '11 turn again else. 

Kas. I 'U re-turn him then. \Exit. 

[Subtle takes Ananias aside. 

Face. Drugger, this rogue prevented us for thee ; 
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A btokerly slave ! goes, puts it on himself. 
Hast brought the damask ? 

Drug. Yes, sir. 

Face. Thou must borrow 
A Spanish suit : hast thou no credit with the players ? 

Drug, Yes, sir ; did you never see me play the fool ? 

Face. I know not, Nab ; — Thou shall, if I can help it. — 

\_Aside. 
iHieronimo's old cloak, ruff, and hat will serve ; 
I '11 tell thee more when thou bring'st 'em. \Exit Drugger. 

Ana. Sir, I know 
The Spaniard hates the brethren, and hath spies 
Upon their actions ; and that this was one 
I make no scruple. — But the holy synod 
Have been in prayer and meditation for it ; 
And 'tis revealed, no less to them than me. 
That castiug of money is most lawful. 

Sub. True, 
But here I cannot do it ; if the house 
Should chance fo be suspected, all would out, 
And we be locked up in the Tower for ever, 
To make gold there for the slate, never come out ; 
And then are you defeated. 

jtna. I will tell 
This to the elders and the weaker brethren, 
That the whole company of the separation 
May Join in humble prayer again, 

Sitb. And fasting. 

Ana. Yea, for some fitter place. The peace of mind 
_. Rest with these walls ! \_E!iit. 

Sub. Thanks, courteous Ananias. 

Face. What did he come for? 

Sub. About casting dollars, 
, Presently out of hand. And so I told him 
i A Spanish minister came here to spy 
Against the faithful 

Face, I conceive. Come, Subtle, 
Thou art so down upon the least disaster ! 
How wouldst thou ha' done, if 1 had not helped thee out ? 

Sub. I thank thee, Face, for the angry boy, i' faith. 

Face. Who would have looked it should have been that rascal 
Surly? he had dyed his beard and all. Well, sir. 
Here 's damask come to make you a suit. 

Sub. Where 's Druggcr? 

F9j:e. He is gone to borrow me a Spanish habit ; 
rU be the count, now. 
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Sub. But where 's the widow ? 

Face. Within, with my lord's sister ; Madam Dol 
Is entertaining her. 

Sub. By your favour, Face, 
Now she is honest, I will stand again. 

Face. You will not offer it. 

Sub. Why? 

Face. Stand to your word, 
Or — here comes Dol, she knows-^ 

Siib. You arc tyrannous still. 

Enter DOL, hasiily. 
Face. Strict for my righL— How now, Dol ! Hast told 

The Spanish Count will come .'' 

Dol. Yes ; but another is come 
You little looked for ! 

Face. Who is that? 

Dol. Your master ; ^ 

The master of the house. 

Sub. How, Dol! 

Face. She lies. 
This is some trick. Come, leave your quiblins, Dorothy. 

Dol. Look out and see. \Y fifZY. goes to the window. 

Sub. Art thou in earnest ? 

Dol. 'Slight, 
Forty 0' the neighbours are about him, talking. 

Face. 'Tis he, by this good day. 

Dol. 'Twill prove ill day 
For some on us. 

Face. We are undone, and taken. 

Dol. Lost, I 'm afraid. 

Sub. You said he would not come 
While there died one a week within the liberties. 

Face. No : 'twas within the walls. 

Sub. Was 't so 1 cry you mercy. 
I thought the liberties. What shall we do now, Face 

Face. Be silent ; not a word, if he call or knock, 
1 '11 into mine own shape again and meet him. 
Of Jeremy, the butler. In the meantime, 
Do you two pack up all the goods and purchase 
That we can carry in the two trunks, I 'II keep him 
Off for to-day, if I cannot longer ; and then 
At night 1 'II ship you both away to Ratcliff, 
Where we will meet to-morrow, and there we 'II share. 
Let Mammon's brass and pewter keep the cellar ; 
We 'II have another time for that. But, Dol, 
Pr'ythee go heat a little water quickly ; 
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Subtle must shave me ; all my captain's beard 
Must off, to make me appear smooth Jeremy. 
You 'II do it ? 

Sub. Yes, I '11 shave you, as well as I can. 

Face. And not cut my throat, but trim me? 

Sub. You shall see, sir. 



-ACT V.- 



SCENE \.—Before LoVEWIl's Door. 
Enter Lovewit, ivith several of the Neighbours, 

Love. Has there been such resort, say you f 

1st Nei. Daily, sir. 

2nd Net. And nightly, foo. 

yii Nei. Ay, some as brave as lords. 

4/A Nei. Ladies and gentlewomen. 

$th Nei. Citizens' wives. 

1st Nei, And knights. 

i>th Net. In coaches. 

2nrf Nei. Yes, and oyster women. 

ist Nei. Beside other gallaMs, 

^(iNei. Sailors' wives. 

t^lk Nei. Tobacco men. 

^tk Nei. Another Pimlico ! 

Lave. What should my knave advance. 
To draw this company .'' He hung out no banners 
Of a strange calf with five legs to be seen, 
Or a huge lobster with six ciawi> ? 

6/A Nei. No, sir. 

yd Nei. We had gone in then, sir. 

Lave. He has no gift 
Of teaching in the nose that e'er I knew of. 
You saw no bills set up that promised cure 
Of agues, or the tooth-ache ? 

znd Nei. No such thing, sir, 
1, Lave. Nor heard a drum struck for baboons or puppet'^,: 

SfA Nei. Neither, sir, 

I^ove. What device should he bring forth now ? 
I love a teeming wit as I love my nourishment ( 
'Pray God he have not kept such open house 
That he hath sold my hangings and my bedding ! 
I left him nothing else. If he have eat them, 
A plague o' the moih, say I ! Sure he has got 
Some tempting pictures to call all this ging ! 
The friar and the nun ; or the new motion 
Of the knight's courser and the parson's mare ; ■ 
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The boy of six year old who is a man ; 

Or't may be he has the fleas tliat run at tilt »' 

Upon a table, or some dog to dance. 

When saw you him ? 

\st Net. Who, sir, Jeremy ? 

2nd Net. Jeremy Butler? 
We saw him not this month. 

Love. How I 

4/(4 Nei. Not these five weeks, sir. 

iyth Net. These six weeks at the least. 

Ltn'e. You amaze me, neighbours ! 

$ih Nei. Sure, if your worship know not where he is, 
He's slipped away. 

6th Net. Pray God, he be not made away. 

l.07'e. Ha ! it 's 110 time to question, then. 

{K?!ncis at ike Door. 

6lh Nei. About 
\Some three weeks since, I heard a doleful cry, 
lf\s 1 sat up a-mending my wife's stockings, "^ 

Love. 'Tis strange that none will answer! Didst thou hear 
A cry, say'st thou .'' 

6/A Nei. Yes, sir, like unto a man 
That had been strangled an hour, and could not speak. 

2nd Nei. I heard it too, just this day three weeks at two 

Next morning, 

I.j>ve. These be miracles, or you make them so. 
A man an hour strangled, and could not speak. 
And both you heard him cry ? 

yd Nei. Yes, downward, sir. 

Love. Thou art a wise teilow. Give me thy hand, I pray thee. 
What trade art thou on i 

yd Nei. A smith, an 't please your worship. 

Love. A smith 1 then lend me thy help to get this door open. 

yd Nei. That I will presently, sir, but fetch my tools. 

{ExJl. 

\sf Nei. Sir, best to knock again, afore you break it. 

Love. {Knocks again.'] I will. 

Enter Face, in his butler's livery. 
Face. What mean you, sir .■* 
\st, 2nd., \th Nei. Oh, here's Jeremy 1 
Face. Good sir, come from the door. 
Love. Why, what 's the matter ? 
Face. Yet farther, you are too near yet, 
Lcu'e. In the name of wonder. 
What means the fellow ! 
Face. The house, sir, has been visited. 
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Lave. What, with the plague ? stand thou then farther. 

Face. No, sir, 
I had it not. 

Love. Who had il then ? I left 
None else but thee in the house. 

Face. Yes, sir, mj- fellow, 
The cat that kept the buttery, had it on her 
A week before I spied it ; but I got her 

Conveyed away in the night : and SO I shut i 

The house up for a month 

Lj)ve. How! 

Face. Purposing then, sir. 
To have burnt rose-vinegar, treacle, and tar, 
And have made it sweet, that you should ne'er have known it ; 
Because I knew the news would but afflict you, sir. 

Love. Hreathe less, and farther off I Why this is stranger : 
The neighbours tell me all here that the doors 
Have still been open 

Face. How, sir! 

Love. Gallants, men and women. 
And of all sorts, tag-rag, been seen to flock here 
In threaves, these ten weeks, as to a second Hogsden, 
In days of Pimlico and Eyebright. 

Face. Sir, 
Their wisdoms will not say so. 

Love. To-day they speak 
Of coaches and gallants ; one in a French hood 
Went in, they tell me ; and another was seen 
In a velvet gown at the window : divers more 
Pass in and out. 

Face. They did pass through the doors then, 
Or walls, I assure thiir eyesights, and their spectacles ; 
For here, sir, are the keys, and here have been, 
In this my pocket, now above twenty days : 
And for before, I kept the fort alone there. 
But that 't is yet not deep in tlie afternoon, 
I should believe my neighbours had seen double 
Through the black pot, and made these apparitions ! 
For, on my faith to your worship, for these three weeks 
And upwards the door lias not been opened. 

Love. Strange ! 

isl Net. Good faith, I think I sav/ a coach. 

■znd Nei. And I too, 
1 'd have been sworn. 

Lcve. Do you but think it now ? 
And but one coach ? 

4M Nei. We cannot tell, sir : Jeremy 
Is a very honest fellow. 
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Face. Did you see me at all ? ' ' I { 

\st Net. No ; Ihat we are sure on. '' '.'• ■ >•>■•- 

2nd Nei. I'll be sworn o' that. 
Love. Fine revues to liave your testimonies built on ! 

Re-enter Third Neighbour, -with his Tools, 

yd Nei. Is Jeremy come? 

1st Nei. Oh, yes ; you may leave your tools. 
We were deceived, iie says. 

2nd Nei. He has had the keys ; 
And the door has been shut these three weeks. 

yd Nei. Like enough. 

Love. Peace and get hence, you changelings. 

Enter SuRLV and Mammon. 

Face. Surly come ! 
And Mammon made acquainted I They '11 tell all 
How shall I beat them off? what shall I do ? 
Nothing's more wretched than a guilty conscience. [Aside, 

Svr. No, sir, he was a great physician. This, 
It was no evil house, but a mere chancel ! 
Vou knew the Lord and his sister. 

Mam. Nay, good Surly 

Sur. The happy word. Be rich 

Mam. Play not the tyrant 

Sur. Should be to-day pronounced to all your friends. 
And where be your andirons now ? and your brass pots. 
That should have been golden flagons, and great wedges ? 

Mam. Let me but breathe. What, they have shut their doors, 
Methinks ! 

Sur. Ay, now 'tis holiday with them. [He and SURLT knock. 

Main. Rogues, 
Cozeners, rascals, cheats I 

Face. What mean you, sir! 

Mam. To enter if we can. 

Face. Another man's house 1 
Here is the owner, sir; turn you to him, 
And speak your business. 

Mam. Are you, sir, the owner? 

Love. Yes, sir. 

Mam. And are those knaves within, your cheaters ! 

I.,ove. What knaves, what cheaters ? 

Mam. Subtle and his Lungs. 

Face. The gentleman is distracted, sir ! No lungs, 
Nor lights have been seen here these three weeks, sir, 
Within these doors, upon my word. 

Sur. Your word, 
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Face. Yes, sir, I am the housekeeper, 
And know the keys have not been out of my hands. 

Sur. This is a new Face. 

Face. You do mistake the house, sir ; 
What sign was 't at ? 

Sur. You rascal I this is one 
Of the confederacj'. Come, let 's get officers, 
And force the door. 

Love. Pray you, stay, gentlemen. 

Sur. No, sir, we '11 come with warrant. 

Mam. Ay, and then 
We shall have your doors open. \Exeiint Ham. and SUR. 

Love. What means this \ 

Face. I cannot tell, sir. 

I Net. Tiiese are two of the gallants 
That we do think we saw. 

Face. Two of the fools ! 
You talk as idly as they. Good faith, sir. 
I think the moon has crazed 'em ail. Oh, me ! 

Enter Kastril. 
The angry boy come too ! He'll make a noise. 
And ne'er away till he have betrayed us all. \Aside. 

Kas. \Knocking^ What rogues, cheats, slaves, you 'U open 
the door anon I 
What, cockatrice, ray suster ! By this light 
I 'II fetch the njarshal to you. You are a toad 
To keep your castle— — 

Face. Who would you speak with, sir 'i 

Kas. The dirty doctor and the cozening captain. 
And puss my suster. 

Love. This is something, sure. 

Face. Upon my trust, the doors were never open, sir. 

Kas. I have heard all their tricks toid me twice over, 
By the fat knight and the lean gentleman. 

Ij)ve. Here comes another. 

Enter Ananias <r«(/ Tribulation, 
Fate. Ananias too : 
And his pastor t 

Tri. [Beating at the door."] The doors are shut against us. 
Ami. Come forth, you seed of sulphur, sons of fire I 
Your stench it is broke forth ; abomination 
Is in the house. 

Kas. Ay, my suster 's there. 
^!ia. The place, 

^come a cage of unclean birds, 

"«. I will felch the scavenger and the constable. 
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Tri. You shall do well. 

Ana. We'll join to weed Ihem oi't. 

Kas. You will not come, then, cockatrice, my suster t 

Ana. Call her not sister ; she 's a harlot, vetiiy, 

Kas. I 'II raise the street. 

Love. Good gentleman, a word. 

Ana. Satan avoid, and hinder not our zeal I 

{^Exeunt Ana. Trie, and Kab r. 

Love. The world's tunied Bethlem, 

Face. These are all broke loose. 
Out of St, Katherine's, where they used to keep 
The better sort of mad-folks. 

\st Net, All these persons 
We saw go in and out here. 

2nd Net. Yes, indeed, sir. 

yd Net. These were the parties. 

Eace. Peace, you drunkards ! Sir, 
I wonder at it : please you to give me leave 
To toucli the door, I'll try an the lock be changed. 

Love. It amazes me ! 

Eace. [Goes to the door."] Good faith, sir, 1 believe 
There 's no such thing : 'tis all deceptio visits — 
Would I could get him away. \_Aiide. 

Dap. \Wiihin^ Master Captain ! Master Doctor I 

Love. Who 's th at ? 

Face. Our clerk within, that I forgot ! \Aside.'\ I know not, 

Dap. \Within^ For God's sake, when will her grace be at 
leisure ? 

Face. Ha! 
Illusions, some spirit o* the air ! His gag is melted. 
And now he sets out the throat. [Aiid,-. 

Dap. \Within:\ I am almost stifled 

Face. Would you were altogether. \Asidi\ 

Love. 'Tis in the house, 
Hal list. 

Face. Believe it, sir, in the air. 

Love. Peace, you. 

Dap. {Wtthin.'\ Mine aunt's grace does not use me well 

Su6. (Within:\ You fool, 
Peace, you '11 mar alL 

Face. [Speaks through the key-hole, while LOVEWIT advances 
to the door itnobiervedl] Or you will else, you rogue. 

Loi'e. Oh, is it so ? Then you converse with spirits ! 
Come, sir. No more of your tricks, good Jeremy, 
The truth, the shortest way, 

Ence. Dismiss this rabble, sir— 
What shall I do ? I am catched. [A 
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J^7!s. Good reiglibours, 
i thank you all. You may depart. \Exeunt Neighboufs.} Come, 

You know that I am an indulgent master, 

And therefore conceal nothing. What 's your medicine, 

To draw so many several sorts of wild-fowl ? 

Face. Sir, you were wont to affect mirth and wit, 
But here 's noplace to talk on 't in the street. 
Give me but leave to make the best of my fortune, 
And only pardon me the abuse of your house : 
It 's all I beg. I '11 help you to a widow, 
111 recompense, that you shall give me thanks for. 
Will make you seven years younger, and a ricli one. 
'Tis but your putting on a Spanish cloak ; 
1 have her within. You need not fear the house ; 
It was not visited. 

Love. But by me, who came 
Sooner than you expected. 

Face. It is true, sir. 
Pray you, foi^ve tne. 

Love. Well : let's see your widow. {^Exeunt 

Scene \\.—A Room in tlie same. 
Enter SUBTLE, leading in DAPPER, with his eyes bound as be/ore 

Suk How ! have you eaten your gag? 

l)ap. Yes, faith, it crumbled 
Away in my mouth. 

Sub. You have spoiled ail, then. 

Bap. No! 
I hope my aunt of Fairy will forgive m.;. 

Sub. Your aunt 's a ^acious lady ; but in troth 
You were to blame. 

Dap. The fume did overcome me, 
And I did do 't to stay my stomach. Pray you, 
So satisfy her grace. 

Enter FACE in his uniform. 
Here comes the Captain, 

Face, How now ! Is his mouth down ? 

Sub. Ay, he has spoken I 

Face. A plague, I heard him, and you too. He 's undone (hen. 
1 have been fain to say the house is haunted 
"Vith spirits, to keep cnurlbacfc. 
- 'i. And hast thou done it ? 
■ -i'. Sure, for this night. 
'. ■'.' V, then triumph and sing 
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Of Face so famous, the precious king 
Of present wits. 

Face. Did you not hear the coil 
About the door? 

Sub. Yes, at\d I dwindled with it. 

Face. Show him his aunt, and let him be despatched ; 
1 '11 send her to you. [_Exit Face. 

Sub. Well, sir, your aunt her grace 
Will give you audience presently, on mv suit. 
And the captain's word that you did n 
In any contempt of her highness. 

Dap. Not I, in troth, sir. ^ 

Eiiler DOL like the Queen of Fairy. 

Sub. Here she is come. Down o' your knees and wriggle : 
She has a stately presence. [Dapper kneels, and shuffles to- 
wards her.l Good 1 Yet nearer, 
And bid God save you ! 

F>al. jJ/adara ! 

Sub. And your aunt, 

Dafi. And my most gracious aunt, God save your grace. 

Dol. Nephew, we thought to have been angry with you ; 
Butlhat sweet face of yours hath turned the tide, 
And made it flow with joy, that ebb'd of love. 
Arise, and touch our velvet gown. 

Sub. The skirts, 
And kiss 'em. So ! 

Dol. Let me now stroke that head, 
Much, nephew, shalt thou win, much shalt thou spend, 
Much shalt thou give away, much shalt thou lend. 

Sub. Ay, much indeed ! [Aside^ Why do you not thank 
her grace i 

Dap. I cannot speak for joy. 

Sub. See the kind wretch ! 
Your grace's kinsman right. 

Dol. Give me the bird. 
Here is your fly in a purse, about your neck, cousin j 
Wear it, and feed it about this day scvcii-night, 
On your right wrist 

Sub. Open a vein with a pin. 
And let it suck but once a week ; till then 
You must not look on't, 

Dol. No : and, kinsman. 
Bear yourself worthy of the blood you come on. 

Sub. Her grace would have you eat no more Woolsack pies, 
Nor Dagger frumerty. 

Dol. Nor break his fast 
la b«avou and hell. 



oy Google 



93 THE ALCHEMIST. [acT V. 

Sub. She's with you everywhere! 
Nor play with costermongers at mum-chance, tray-trip. 
God make you rich (when as your aunt has done it) ; 
But keep 
The gallant'st company and the best games 

Dap. Yes, sir. 

Sub. Gleek and primero : and what you get, be true to us. 

Dap. By this hand, I will. 

Sub. You may bring 's a thousand pounds 
liefore to-morrow night, if but three thousand 
Be stirring, an you will. 

Dap. I swear I will, then. 

Sub, Your fly will learn you all games 

Face. [ Within?^ Have you done there ? 

Sub. Your grace will command him no more duties ? 

Dol. No? 
But come and see me often. I may chance 
To leave him three or four hundred chests of treasure, 
And some twelve thousand acres of Fwryland, 
If he game well and comely with good gamesters. 

Svb. There "s a kind aunt I Kiss her departing part. 
Hut you must sell your forty marks a-year, now. 

Dap. Ay, sir, I mean. 

Sub. Or give 't away ; plague on 't \ 

Dap. I '11 give't mine aunt : I 'II go and fetch the writings. 
iExit. 

Sub. 'Tis weU— .\way ! 

Re-enter Face. 

Face. Where's Subtle.' 

Sub. Here : what news? 

Face. Drugger is at the door ; go take his suit, 
And bid him fetch a parson, presently : 
Say he shall marry the widow. Thou Shalt spend 
A hundred pounds by the service ! \_Eiil Subtle. 

Now, Queen Dol, 
Have you packed up all? 

Dol. Yes. 

Face. And how do you like 
The Lady Pliaiit ? 

Dol. A good dull iiinocent. 

Re-eiiler Hut! rLK. 

Sub, Here 's your Hieronymus' cloak and hat, 

Face. (live me them. 

Sub. And the ruff too ? 

Face. Yes ; I'll come to you presently. {Exit, 
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Sub. Now he is gone about his project, Dol, 
I told you of, for the widow. 

Uol. 'Tis direct 
Against our articles. 

Sub. Well, we will lit him, ivencli. 
Hast thou gulled her of her jewels or her bracelets ? 

Dol. No ; but I will do 't. 

Sub. Soon, at night, my Dolly, 
When we are shipped, and all our goods aboard. 
Eastward for Ratcliff; we will turn our course 
To Btainford, westward, if thou say'st the word, 
And take our leaves of this o'er-wecning rascal, 
This peremptory Face. 

Dol. Content, I 'm weary of him. 

Sub. Thou'st cause, when the slave will run a-wiving, Dol, 
Against the instrument that was drawn between us. 

Dol. I '11 pluck his bird as bare as I can. 

Sub. Yes, teU her 
She must by any means address some present 
To the cunning man, make him amends for wronging 
His art with her suspicion ; send a ring 
Or chain of pearl ; she will be tortured else 
Extremely in her sleep, say, and have strange things 
Come to her. Wilt thou ^ 

Dol. Yes. 

Sub. My fine Hitter-mouse, 
My bird o' the night ! we 'II tickle it at the Pigeons, 
When ive have all, and may unlock the tnmks. 
And say, this is mine, and thine ; and thine, and mine. 

\1' hey kiss. 
Re-enter Face. 

Face. What now 1 a-billing? 

Sub. Yes, a little exalted 
In the good passaj;e of our =tock-affairs. 

Fate. Drugger has brought his parson ; take him in, Subtle, 
And send Nab back again to wash his face. 

Sub. I will ; and shave himself. \Exil. 

Face. If you can get him. 

Dot. You are hot upon it, Face, whate'er it is I 

Face. A trick that Dol shall spend ten pounds a month by. 

Reenter SUBTLE. 
Is he gone ': 

Sub. The chaplain waits you in the hall, sir. 

Face. Ill go bestow him, [Exit 

Vol. Hell now marry her, instantly. 

Sub. He cannot yet, he is not ready. Dear Dol, 
Cozen her of all thou canst. To deceive him 
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Js no deceit, but justice, that would break 
Such an inextricable tie as ouvs was. 
Dol. Let me alone to fit him. 

Re-enter Face. 

Face. Come, my venturers, 
You have packed up all? Where be the trunks ? Bring forth. 

Sub. Here, 

Face. Let us see them, Where's the money? 

Sub. Here, 
In this. 

Face. Mammon's ten pounds ; eight score before r 
The brethren's money this. Drugger^s and Dapper's. 
What paper's that ? 

Dol. The jewel of the waiting-maid's. 
That stole it from her lady, to know certain — 

Face. If she should have precedence of her mistress ? 

Dol. Yes. 

Face. What box is that ? 

Sub. The fish-wives' rings, I think. 
And the ale-wives' single money. Is 't not Dol ? 

Do!. Yes i and tBe whistle that the sailor's wife 
Brought you to know an her husband were with Ward. 

Face. We'll wet it to-morrow ; and our silver- beakers 
And tavern cups. Where be the French petticoats, 
And girdles and hangers ? 

Sub. Here, in the trunk, 
And the bolls of lawn. 

Face. Is Drugger's damask there, 
And the tobacco ? 

Sub. Yes. 

Face. Give me the keys. 

Dol. Why you the keys ? 

Sub. No matter, Dol ; because 
We shall not open them before he comes. 

Face. 'Tis true, you shall not open them, indeed ; 
Nor have them forth, do you see ? not forth, Dol, 

Dol. No ! 

Face. No, my smock rampart. I'he right is, my master 
Knows all, has pardoned me, and he will keep thcni ; 
Doctor, 'tis true — you look — for all your figures : 
I sent for him indeed. Wherefore, good partners. 
Both he and she be satisfied : ftir here 
Determines the indenture tripartite 
'Twixt Subtle, Dol, and Face. All I can do 
Is to help you over the wall, o' the hack-side, 
Or lend you a sheet to save your velvet gown, Dol. 
Here will be officers presently, bethink you 
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Of sotne course suddenly to escape the dock ; 
For thither you will come else.— [io;/rf knockiiig7\~'^vc\ you, 
thunder. 

Siib. You are a precious fiend ! 

Offi. IWitkouf^t Open the door. 

Face. Dol, I am sorry for thee, i' faith ; Init hear'st tliou ? 
It shall go hard but I will place thee somcwlieic : 
Thou shalt have my letter to Mistress Amo — ~ 

Dol. Hang you ! 

Face. Or Madame Cesarean. 

Dol. Out upon you, rogue ! 
Would I had but time to Ijcat thco \ 

Face. Subtle, 
Let's know where you set up next ; I will send you 
A customer now and then, for old acquaintance : 
What new course have you ? 

Sub. Rogue, I '11 hang myself, 
Tliat I may walk a greater devil than thou, 
And haunt thee in the fiock-bed and the buttery. {Exeunt. 



Scene 111.— ^« outer Room in the same. 

Enter LovEWiT in the Spanish dress, with the Parson, 

[Louii knocking at the door.'] 

Love. What do you mean, my masters ? 

iff am. [Without."] Open your door, 
Cheaters, thieves, conjurors. 

Offl. llVithout.] Or we will break it open. 

Loiie. What warrant have you? 

OJi. [_IVt(iout.i Warrant enough, sir, doubt not, 
Ifyou'llnotopenit. 

Love. Is there an officer, there ? 

00. [pytthout.] Yes, two or three for failing. 

Loz'e. Have but patience, 
And I will open it straight. 

Enter FACE as hutler. 

Face. Sir, have you done ? 
Is it a marriage ? perfect ? 

Love. Yes, my brain, ' 

Face. Off with your ruff and cloak then ; be yourself, sir. 

Sur. {Without^ Down with the iloor, 

Kas. \Withouti\ 'Slight, ding it open. 

Love. {Opening the t&or.'] ' Hold, 
Hold, gentlemen, what means this violence ? 
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Mammon, Sukli 

Mam. Where is this collier ? 

Sur. And ray Captain Face ? 

Mam. These day owls. 

Sur. That are birding in men's purses. 

Mam. Madam Suppository. 

Kas. Doxy, my suster. 

Ana. Locusts 
Of the foul pit. 

Tri. ProAme as Bel and the Dragon. 

Ana. Worse than the grasshoppers or the lice of Egypt. 

Love. Good gentlemen, hear me. Are you officers, 
And cannot stay this violence ? 

\stOffi. Keep the peace. 

Love. Gentlemen, what is the matter ? Whom do you seek 

Mam. The chemical cozener. 

Sur. And the captain pander, 

Kas. The nun my auster. 

Mam. Madam Rabbi 

Ana. Scorpions 
And caterpillars. 

Love. Fewer at once, I pray you. 

■2nd. Offi. One after another, gentlemen, I cbat^ you, 
By virtue of my staff. 

Ana. They are the vessels 
Of pride, lust, and the cart. 

Love, Good zeai, lie still 
A little while. 

Tri. Peace, Deacon Ananias, 

Love. The house is mine here, and the doors are open ' 
If there be any such persons as you seek for. 
Use your authority, search on, o' God's name. 
I am but newly come to town, and finding 
This tumult 'bout my door, to tell you true. 
It somewhat 'ma/ed me ; till ray man here, fearing 
My more displeasure, told me he had done 
Somewhat an insolent part, let out my house 
(Belike, presuming on my known aversion 
From any air o' the town while there was sickness) 
To a doctor and a captain : who, what are they, 
Or where they be, he knows not. ■• 

Mlim. Are tliey gone ? 

Lm'e. You mav go in and search, sir. [MAMMON, An'A. h 
TRiji.x'"/"] Here, I tind 
The empty walls worse than I left them, smoked, 
A few cracked pots and glasses, and a furnace . 
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Tlie ceiling filled with poesies of the candl6, 
And madam with a dildo writ o' the walls ; 
Only one gentlewoman, I met here, 
That is within, that said she was a widow 

Kas- Ay, that's my suster ; I'll go thump her. Where is si 
[Goes 

Love. And should have married a Spaiiish Count, but he, 
When he came to 't, neglected her so grossly, 
That I, a widower, am gone through wish her. 

Sur. How ! have 1 lost her then? 

Lavs. Were you the don, sir ! 
Good faith, now, she does blame you extremely, and says 
You swore, and told her you had taken the pains 
To dye your beard, and luiibre o'er your face, 
Borrowed a suit, and ruff, all for her love ; 
And then did nothing. What an oversight, 
And H'ant of putting forward, sir, was this ! 
Well fare an old h;!.— lebnzier, yet, 
Could prime his pov ;r, and give fire, and hit, 
All in a twinlding 

Re-enUr MAMMON. 

Main. The whole nest are Hed 1 

Love. What sort of birds were they ? 

Mam. A kind of choughs. 
Or thievish daws, sir, that have pick'd my purse 
Of eight score and ten pounds within these five weeks, 
Beside my first materials ; and my goods. 
That lie in the cellar, which \ am glad they have left, 
I may have home yet. 

Love. Think you so, sir? 

Mam. Ay. 

Lmie. By order of law, sir, but not otherwise. 

Mam. Not mine own stuff 1 , 

Love. Sir, I can take no knowledge 
That they are yours, but by public means. 
If you can bring certificate that you were guU'd of them. 
Or any formal writ out of a court. 
That you did coien yourself I will not hol d th^m. 

Mam. I'll rather lose them. 

Love. That you shall not, sir, 
By me, in troth : upon these terms, they are yours. 
What I should they have been, sir, turn d into gold, all ? 

Mam. No, 
I cannot tell— It may be they should— What then ? 

Love. What a great loss in hope have you sustain'd 1 

Mam. Not I, the common-weallh has. 

Face. Ay, he would have built 
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The city new ; and made a ditch about it 
Of silver, should have run with cream from Hogsden ; 
That, every Sunday, in Moov-liclds, the younkers. 
And tils and tom-boys should have fed on, gratis. 

Mam, I will go mount a turnip-cart, and preach 
Tlie end of the world, within these two months. Surly, 
What I in a dream ? 

Snr. Must I needs cheat myself, 
With that same foolish vice of honesty I 
Come, let us go and hearken out the rogues : 
That Face 111 mark for mine, if-e'er I meet him. 

Face. If I can hear of him, sir, I'll bring you word, 
Unto your lodging ; for in troth, they were strangers 
To me, I thought them honest as my self, sir. 

{Exeunt Mam. and Sur. 
Re-enter Ananias and Tribulation. 

Trt. 'Tis well, the saints shall not lose all yet. Go, 
And get some carts 

Love. For what, my zealous friends ? 

Ana. .To bear away the portion of the righteous 
Out of this den of thieves. 

Love. What is that portion ? 

Ana. The goods sometimes the orphan's, that the brethren 
Bought with their silver pence. 

Love. What, those in the cellar. 
The knight sir Mammon claims ? 

A'rii. I do defy 
The wicked Mammon, so do all the brethren. 
Thou profane man ! I ask thee with what conscience 
Thou canst advance that idol against us, 
That have the seal ? were not the shillings number'd, 
That made the pounds ; were not the pounds told out, 
Upon the second day of the fourth week, 
In the eighth month, upon the table dormant, 
The year of the last patienicc of the saints. 
Six hundred and ten .' 

Love. Mine earnest vehement botcher, 
And deacon also, I cannot dispute with you ; 
But if you get you not away the sooner, 
I shall confute you with a cudgel, 

Ana. Sir! 

Trt. Be patient, Anajnias, 

Ana. I am strong. 
And will stand up, well girt, against an host 
That threaten Gad in exile. 

Lave. I shall send you 
To Amsterdanh to your cellar. 
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Ana. I will piay there, 
Against thy house : may dogs defile thy walls. 
And wasps and hornets breed beneath thy roof. 
This seat of falsehood, and this cave of coienage ! 

\Exeunt ANA, and Trib. 

Enter Drugger. 

Lovs. Another too ? 

Drug. Not !, sir, J am no brother. 

Love. \beaU him.] Away, you Harry Nicholas ! do you talk? 
lEx^i Drug. 

Face. No, this was Abel Drugger. Good sir, go, 

[Ff)',** Parson. 
And satisfy him ; tell him all is done : 
He staid too long a washing of his face. "i 

The doctor, he shall hear of him at West-chester; 
And of the captain, tell him, at Yarmouth, or 
Some good port-town else, lying for a wind. [Exii PARSON. 
If you can get off the angry child, now , sir—' 

Enter KASTril, dragging in his sister. ' 

Kas. Come on, you ewe, you have match'd most sweetly, have 
you not ? 
Did 1 not say, I would never have you tupp'd 
But by a dubb'd boy, to make you a lady-torn ? 
'Slight, you are a mammet ! O, 1 could touse you, now. 
Death, mun' you marry, with a plague ! 

Lave. You lie, boy ; 
As sound as you ; and I'm aforehand with you. 

Kas. Anon ! 

Love. Come, will you quarrel ? I will feize you, sirrah ; 
Why do you not buckle to your tools ? 

Kas. Od's light, 
This is a fine old boy as e'er I saw ! 

Lave. What, do you change your copy now ? proceed. 
Here stands my dove : stoop at her, if you dare. 

Kas. 'Shght, I must love him ! I cannot choose, i' faith. 
An I should be hang"!! for't ! Suster, 1 protest, 
1 honour thee for this match. 

Love. O, do you so, sir ? 

Kas. Yes, and thou canst take tobacco and drink, old boy, 
rU give her five hundred pound more to her marriage, 
Than her own state. 

Imvc. Fill a pipe full, Jeremy. 

Face. Yes ; but go in and take it, sir. 

Love. We will— 
I will be ruled by thee in anything, Jeremy. 

D 2 ■ 
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Kas. 'Slight, thou art not hide-bound, thou art a jovy boy ! 
Come, let us in, I pray thee, and take our whiffs. 

Love. Whiff in with your sister, brother boy. 

[Exeunt Kas. and Dame P.] That master 
That had received such happiness by a servant, 
In such a widow, and with so much wealth, 
Were very ungrateful, if he would not be 
A little indulgent to that servant's wit, 
And help his fortune, though with some small strain 
Of his own candour, [advancing.^ — Therefore, gentlemen, 
And kind spectators, if I have outstript 
An old man s gravity, or strict canon, think 
Wliat a young wife and a good brain may do ; 
Stretch age's truth sometimes, and crack it too. 
Speak for thy self, knave. 

Face. So I will, sir. {athancin^ to the front of Ike stage.'] 
Gentlemen, 
My part a little fell in this last scene. 
Yet 'twas decorum. And tliough I am clean 
Got off from Subtle, Surly, Mammon, Dol, 
Hot Ananias, Dapper, D rugger, all 
With whom I traded : yet I put my self 
On you that are my country : and this pelf, 
Which I have got, if you do quit me, rests 
To feast you often, and invite new guests. \_Exeunt. 
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TO THE MOST NOBLE ANB MOST EQUAL SISTKES, 

THE TWO FAMOUS UNIVERSITIES, 

FOR THEIK LOVE AND ACCEPTANCE SHOWN TO HIS POEM IN 



BOTH IT A 

ER. most eqiiat Sisters, had any man a wit so presently excellent, ss 
it could raise itself; hut there must come hoth matter, occasion, coni- 
leis, sind favours to it. If this he true, and that the forlune of all 
■rs doth daily prove it, it behoves the carefiil to provide well tmvaids 
: accidents ; and, having acquired them, to preserve that part of tepu- 
a most tenderly, wherein the benefit of a friend is also defended. Hence 

-■--' ' -■-- myself grateful, and am studious to Justify the 

' ■ ' ' ' r mere authority were satisfying, 

Erofessors of il hear so ill on all 
: subject. It is certain, nor can 
it with any forehsad be apposed, that the too much license of poetasters in 
this time, bath much deformed their mistress ; Ihat. every day, their 
tnauifold and manifest ignorance doth slick unnatural reproaches upon ber : 
but for their pelulancy, it were an sd of the greatest injustice, either to let 
the learned sufier. or so divine a skill (which indeed should not be attempted 
with unclean hands} to fail under the least contempt. For, if men with im- 
paitiahty, and not asquint, look toward the offices and functiot^s of a poet, 
they will easily conclude to themselves the impossibility of any man's being 
llm'good poet,, without firstbeingagoodTOan. He Ihat is. said to be able 
to inform young nien to all good disciplines, inflame grown men to all great 
virtues, keep iM men in their best and supreme state, or, as they decline to 
childhood, recover them to their first strength ; Ihat comes forth the 
interpreter and arbiter of nature, a teacher of things divine no less than 
human, a master in manners ; and can atone, or with a few. effect the 
bn^ness of mankind : this, I lake him, is no subject for pride and Ignorance 
loeierdse Iheir railing rhetoric upon. But it will here be hastily answered, 
thai thewritersof these days are other things ; Ihat not only Iheir man nws. 
but tbeir natures, arc inverted, and nothing remaining with them of the 
dignity of poet, but the abused name, which every scribe usurps ; that now, 
especially' in dramatii:. or, as they term it, stage-poetry, nothing but ribaldry, . 
profsnatiou, blasphemy, all license of pRence to G«d and man is practised. 
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JL is over (rue ; but Ihal all are embntked in this bold adventure for liell, i. 

a. most uncharitable thought, and, uttered, a more malicious slander. Fnt 

yiny particular, I can, and from a most clear conscienm, affirm, tliat 1 have 

yj ever trembled to thinlc towards the least profaneness f have loathed tlie use , 

' of such foul and unwaged bawdry, as is now made the food of the scenp f 

and, howsoever I cannot escape from some, (he imputation of sharpucnf, 

but that they will say, I have taken a [U'ide, or lust, to be bitter, and not my 

youngest infont but hath come into the norlit with all his teeth ; I would 

ask of these supercilious politics, what nation, society, orgeneial order or 

slate, I have provoked ? What public person 7 Whether I have not in all 

these preserved their dignity, as mine own person, safe? My woHcs are 

read, allowed, (1 speak of those that are intirdy mine,) look into them, what 

^ broad reproofs have I used? where have 1 been particular? where personal ? 

worthy to be taxed ? yet to which of these so pointingly, as he might not 
either ingenuously have contest, or wisely dissembled his disease ? Bui it Is 
not [umour can make men guilty, much less entitle me lo other men's 
crimes. I know, that nothing can be so innocently writ or cartied, but may 
be made obnoxious to construction ; marry, whilst I bear mine innocence 
about nte, I fear it not. Application is now grown a trade with many ; and 
there are that profcES tohave a key forthedecyphering of every thing : but 
let wise and noble persons take heed how they be too credulous, or give 
leave to these invading interpreters to be over-familiar vvith their fanies, who 
cunningly, and often, utter (heir own virulent malice, under other men's 
simplest meimings. As for those that will (by faults which charity hath raked 
up, or common iioncsty concealed) make themselves a name with tlie 
multitude, or, to diaw their rude and beastly claps, care not whose living 
faces they intrench with Ihek petulant stales, may they do it without a rival 
for me '. I choose rather to live graved in t^curity, than share with them 
in so preposterous a fame. Nor can I blame the wishes of those severe and 
wise patriots, who providing the hurts these licentious spirits may do in a 
state, desire rather to see fools and devils, and those, antique relics of 
baibarismretiieved, withallotherridiculous and esploded tollies, than behold 
the wounds of private men, of princes and nations ; for, as Horace makes 
Trebatius spealc among these, 

"Sibi quisque timet, quanquam est intactus, et odit." 
And rnen may justly impute such rages, if eontinncd. to the writer, as his 
sports. The increase of which lust in liberty, together with (he present trade 
of the stage, in all their miscelline interludes, what learned or hberal soul 
doth not already abhor ? where nothing but the filth of the time is uttered, 
and with such impropriety of phrase, such plenty of solecisms, such dearth 
of sense, so bold prolepses, so racked metaphors, with brothelry, able to 
violate the ear of a pagan, and blasphemy, to turn the blood of a christian 
to water. 1 cannot but be serious in a cause of this nature, wherein my 
fame, and (he reputation of divers honest and learned are the question ; 
when a name so full of authority, antiquity, and all great mark, if, through 
their insolence, become Ihe lowest scorn ta the age ; and those men subject 
to the petulancy of every vernaculoas orator, that were wont lo he the care 
of kings and happiest monarchs. TTiis it is that hath no( oabi rap( me lo 
present indignation, but made me studious heretofore, and by all my actions, 
to Eland oft from them ; which may most appear in this my latest work, 
which you, most learned Arbitresses, have seen, judged, and to my cravm, 
approved : wherein I have laboured fortheir instruction and amendment, to 
reduce not only the ancient forms, but manners of the scene, the easiness. 
the propriety, the innocence, and last, the doctrine, which is Ihe prlndpal 
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End of poeae, to infojm men in the best reason of living. And lliough my 
cata5lrophe may, in the strict rigour of comic iMfmeet with censure, as 
turning back to tny promise ; I desire ttie learne^ind cliaritabie critic, to 
have so much failh in me, to think it Was done of iiidustry ; for, witll what 
ease I could have varied it nearer his scale (but Ihat t fear to boast my own, 
Taculty) I could hereinseit. But my special ain:i beirg to put the snaffle in 
their mouths, that cry out. "We nai'er punish vice in our interludes," &c., I 
took the more lilierty ; though not without some lines of example, drawn ' 
even in Ihe ancients themselves, the goings out of whose comedies are not 

Jays joyful, but oft times (he bawds, theseivants, the rivab, yea, and the 
iters are mulcted ; and fitly, it beitig the ofliceofa comic poet to imitate 
ice, andjnstruct to life,,as well as purify of !aTtgua5e,"0r!fir lip gentle 
oirecifons ; to wGicIiTsIiaU take the occa^on elsewhere to speak. 

For the present, most reverend ^ters, as I have cared to be thankful for 
your affections past, and here made the understanding acquainted vritli 
some ground of your favours ; let me not despair their continuance, to the 
maturing of some worthier fruits ; wherdn, if my muses be true to me, 1 
shall raise the despised head of p(>etry again, and strippiiig her out of those 
rotten and base rags wherewith the times have adulterated her form, restore 
her to her primitive habit, feature, and majesty, and render her worthy to 
be embraced and kist of all the great and master-spirits of our world. As 
for the vile and slothful, who never affected an act worthy of celebration, or 
nre so inward with their own vicious natures, as they worthily fear her, and 
think it an high point of policy to keep her in contempt, with thdr decla- 
matory and windy invectives ; she shall out of just rage incite her servants 
(who are geiias irrilabile) to spout ink in their laces, that shall eat farther 
than their marrow into their fames ; and not Cinnamus the barher, with his 
art, shfill be able to take out the brands ; but they shall live, and be read, till 
tlie wretches die, as things worst deserving of themselves in chief, and then 
of all mankind. 
Fboh mv House in the Black-Friahs, 
Hi! iilkdajo/Fcbmary. l6oJ. 

THE PERSONS OF THE PLAY, 

VOLPONE, J MagHifici). I Grege [or Mob.) 



MOSCA, his Pa 

VOLTORE, an Advocate. 

COKBACCIO, aa aid Gentlcmtin, 

CORVINO, a Merchant. 

BONAHIO, son to Coxbaccio. 
■ Sir Politick WouLft-BE, a Knight, 
,Pereghike, a GeittHman Traveller. 






_ . imandodori,0*?i-erjfl/'yMj//cf, 
Mercafori, three Merehanls. 
k^^Xax\. four Magistral,!. 
Notario, tke Register. 
Lady Would-be, SirPolilid's 

Wife. 
Celia, Corviao's Wife. 

Sen'ilori, Servants, two Tv'aiting- 
Androgvno, an Hermaphrodite. I women, &c, 
SCENE— Venice. 
ARGUMENT. 

V olpone, childless, rich, feigns sick, despairs, 
O ffers his stale to hopes of several heirs, 

L ies languishing ; his parasite receives 

V resents of all, assures, deludes ; then weaves 

O ther cross plots, which ope themselve?, are told. 

N ew (ricks for safety are sought ; they (hrive ; when bold, 

£ ach tempts the other again, and ail ate sold. 
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PROLOGUE. 

1. luck yet send us, smd a little wit 
/ill serve to make our plav hit; 
mniing to the palates of the season.) 

o credit from our poet^ 

11 ha 
profit wit h vi . ... 

ie throats their envy failine, 
Cty hoaisely, All lie writes is railing : 
Attd when his plays come fodh, (hiiik they can flotit them, 

Withsaying, he vrus ayear about ihcm. 
To this there needs no lie, but this his creuiire. 
Which was two months since no feature f-— 
And though he dares give them five lives to mend it, 

'Tis known, five weeks fully penn'd it. 
From his own hand, without a co-adjutor. 

Novice, journey-man, or tutor. 
Yet thus much I can give you as a token 

Of his play's worth, no eggs are broken, 
Nor quaking custards with fierce teeth affrighted. 

Wherewith your route are so delighted r 
Nor hales he in a gull old ends reciting. 

To stop gaps in his loose wTiling ; 
With such a deal of monstrous and forced action. 
As might make Bethlem a faction : 
JNormadehehisplay for jests stolen from each table, 
1 But makes jests to fit his fable ; 
' Atid so presents quick comedy refined, 
~i As best critics have designed ; 
.^'Thelaws of time, place, persons he obscrveth, 
From no needful rule he swerveth. 
All gall and copperas from his ink hedraiuelh, 

Only a little salt remainelh. 
Wherewith he'll rub your cheeks, till red, with laugliler, 
They shall look fresh a week after. 



Scene I.— A Room in Volpone's House. 

'' £'«Ci^^ VOLPONE (J/X/MOSCA. 

Volp. Good morning to the tiay ; anii next, my gold \-~ 
Open the shrine, that I may see my saint. 
,. . [MoscA ■mithdraivs the curtain, and discovers piles 

: ' of gold, plate, jeweh, &'c. ' 

Hail the world's %o\i\, and mine ! more glad than is 
The teeming earth to see "the longed-for sim 
Peep through the horns of the celestial Ram, 
Am I, to view thy splendour darkening his ; , , 
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That lying here, amongst my other hoards, 
Showest like a flame by night, or like the day- 
Struck out of chaos, when all darkness fled 
Unto the centre^ O thou son of Sol, 'Y' 
But brighter tHau thy father, let me kiss, 
With adoration, thee, and every relic \ 
Of sacred treasure in this blessed rooraj' 
Weil did wise poets, by ihy glorious name, 
Tide that age which they would have the best; 
Thou being the best of things, and far transcending 
Air style ofjoy, in chiHreri, parents, friends, 
Or any other waking dream on earth r 
Thy looks when they to Venus did ascribe. 
They should have given her twenty thousand Cupids; 
Such are thy beauties and our loves ! ■'gear saintj, "^ 

Riches, thejiumb god, that givest all men toiigues, 
Thoii taiist do nought, and yet makest men do all things ; 

I The price of souls ; even hell, with thee to boot, i 

■"Is made worth heaven. Thou art virtue, fame, 

j fHonour, and all things else. Who can get thee, 

'/He shall be noble, vdiant, honest, wise '' 

Mos. And what he will, sir. Jiiches are.inioaune 
A gi*eater good than wisdom is in nature. 

Volp. True, my beloved Mosca. Yet I glory 
More in the cunning purchase of my wealth. 
Than in the glad possession, since I gain 
No common way; I use no trade, no venture.;.; 
I wound no earth with plough-shares, fat no beasts, 
To feed the shambles ; have no mills for iron, 
Oil, corn, or men, to grind them into powder ; 
I blow no subtle glass, expose no ships 
To threatenings of the furrow-faced seai--'' 
I turn no monies in the public bank, V^ 

'■ Nor usure private., ~7 

Mos. No, sir, nor devour 
Soft prodigals. You shall have some will swallow 
A melting heir as glibly as your Dutch 
Wiii pills of butter, and ne'er purge for it ; 
Tear forth the fathers of poor families 
Out of their beds, and coffin them alive 
In some kind clasping prison, where their bones 
May be forthcoming, when the flesh is rotten : 
But your sweet nature doth abhor these courses ; 
You loathe the widow's or the orphan's tears 
Should wash your pavements, or their piteous cries 
Ring in your roofs, and beat the air for vengeance, 
Volp. Right, Mosca ; I do loathe it. 
Mos. And besides, sit, 
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You are not iiko the thresher that doth stand 

With a huge flail, watching a heap of corn. 

And, hungry, dares not taste the smallest grain, 

But feeds on mallows, and such bitter herbs ; 

Nor hke the merchant, who hath Slled his vaults 

With Romagnia, and rich Candian wines. 

Yet drinks the !ees of Lombard's vinegar; 

You wiil ]ie not in straw, whilst moths and wonns 

Feed on your sumptuous hangings and soft beds ; 

You.kii2iiuhejiselof. riches, and dare give now 

FroiQ.t.hat bright heap^.to me, your poor observer, 

Or to your d.wai:4.or J'our Ijermaphrodite, 

Your eimiich, or what other household trifle 

Your pleasure allows maintenance 

Vofp. Hold [hee, Mosca, {Gives him 7noney. 

Take of my hand ; thou strik'st on truth in all. 

And they are envious term thee parasite. 

Call forth my divarf, my eunuch, and my fool, 

And let them make me sport. {^Exit Mos.] What should 1 do, 

But cocker up my genius, and Jive free 

To all delights my fortune calls me to -•' 

1 have no wife, no parent, child, ally, 
.' To give my substance to ; but whom I make 

Must be my heir ; and this makes men observe me : 
' This draws new clients daily lo my house, 
'\ Women and men of every sex and age, --^ 

That bring me presents, send me plate, coin, jewels^ 

With hope that when I die (which they expect 

Each greedy minute) it shall then return 

Tenfold upon them ; whilst some, covetous 

Above the rest, seet to engross me whole, 

And counter-work the one unto the other. 

Contend in gifts, as ifaey would seem in love : 

All which I suffer, playing with their hopes. 

And am content to coin them into profit, 

And look upon their kindness, and take more. 

And look on that ; still bearing them in hand, 

Letting the cherry knock against their lips, 

And draw it by their mouths, and back again,— 

^^ Re-enter MosCA ivitk Nano, AndrogvnO, o«if C A strong. 
vV ¥^^- ^°'*' '■O'"" fof fresli' gamesters, who do will you to know. 
\J They do bring you neither play ror university show ; 
^And therefore do intreat you, that whatsoever they rehearse, 
' May not fare a whit the worse, for the false pace of the verse. 
If you wonder at this, you will wonder more ere we pass, 
For know, here is inclosed the soul of Pythagoras, 
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That juggler divine, as hereafter shall follow; 

Which soul, fast and loose, sir, came first from Apollo, 
And was breath'd into ^thalides, Mercurius his son, 

Where it had the gift to remember all that ever was done. 
From thence it fled forth, and made quick tiansmigration 

To godly-lock'd Euphorbus, who was killed in good fashion, 
At the siege of old Troy, by Menelaus of Sparta, 

HeriBOtimus was next (1 find it in my charla) 
To whom it did pass, where no sooner it was missing 

But with one Pyrrhus of Delos it learn'd to go a fishing ; 
And thence did it enter the sophist of Greece. 

From Pythagore, she went into a beautiful piece, 
Hight Aspasia, the meretrix ; and the next toss of her 

Was again of a witch, she became a philosopher, 
Crates the cynic, as itself doth relate it ; 

Since kings, knights, and beggars, knaves, lords, and fools 
gat it. 
Besides ox and ass, camel, mule, goat, and bcoek. 

In all which it hath spoke, as in the cobler's cock. 
But I come not here to discourse of that matter, 

Or his one, two, or three, or his great oath, BV QUATER 1 
His musics, his trigon, his golden thigh, 

Or his telling how elements shift, but I 
Would ask, how of late thou hast suffered translation, 
And shifted thy coat in these days of reformation. 

And. Like one of the reformed, a fool, as you see, 

Counting all old doctrine hercsie. 

Nan. But not on thine own forbid meats hast thou ventured ? 
Arid. On fish, when first a Carthusian I enter'd. 

A'an. Why, tlien thy dogmatical silence hath left thee ? 
Aud. Of that an obstreperous lawyer bereft me. 

Nan. O wonderful change, when sirlawyer forsook thee 1 
For Pythagore's sake, what body then took thee ? 

And. A good dull mule. 

Na»t. And how ! by that means 

Thou wert brought to allow of the eating of beans .'' 

And. Yes. 

Nan. But from the mule into whom didst thou pass '; 

And. Into a very strange beast, by some writers call'd an ais ; 
By others a precise pure, illuminate brother, 

Of those devour flesh, and sometimes one another ; 
And will drop you forth a libel, or a sanctified lie. 

Betwixt every spoonful of a nativity pic. 

A'an. Now quit thee, for heaven, of that profane nation, 
And gently report thy nest transmigration. 

And. To the same that I am. 

Nan. A creature of delight, 

And, what is more than a fool, an hermaphrodite ! 
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And. No, 'tis your fool wherewith I am so taken, 
The only one creature that I can call blessed ; 

For all other forms I have proved most distressed. 

Nan. Spoke true, as thou wert in Pythagoras stilL 
This learned opinion ive celebrate will. 
Fellow eunuch, as behoves us, with a!! our wit and art, ^ 

To dignity that whereof ourselves are so great and special * 

Volp. Now, very, very pretty. Mosca, this 
Was thy invention ? 

Mos. If it please my patron. 
Not else. 



Nano and Castrone sing. 

Fools, they are the only ralion 

Free from care ai sorrow-laking, 
Selves and others merry making : 
All they speak or do is sterlinE. 
Yonr fool he is your great man's darling, 
And your ladies' sport and pleasure ; 
Tongue and bauble are his treasure. 
E'en his face begeUeth laughter. 
And he speaks tnitli free from slaughter ; 
He's the grace of every feast, 
And somelimes thecliiefest guest ; 
Hath his trencher and his stool, 
When wit waits upon the fool. 
O, who would not be 
• He, he, he? \Kiwckiig-wilhoiil. 

Volp. Who's that? Away! [£'.rcan/NANO(7«rfCASTRONE.T 
Look, Mosca. Fool. Begone! [£«( Androgyno! 

Mos. 'Tis Signior Voltore, the advocate ; 
1 know him by his knock. 

Volp. Fetch me my gown. 
My furs and nightcaps ; say, my couch is changing, 
And let him entertain himself awhile 

Without i' the gallery. \Exit MoscA.] Now, now, my clients ' 
Begin their visitation ! Vulture, kite,' 
Raven, fHwi-gcrrcrow, all my birds of prey, 
That think me turning carcase, now they come; 
I am not for tliem yet. 

Re-enUr MosCA, with the gown, &'C. 
How now! The news? 
Mos. A piece of plate, sir. 
Volp. Of what bigness ? 
Mos. Huge, 
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Massy, and antique, with your name inscribed, 
And arms^ngiwfren. 

Void. Good ! and not a fox 
Stretched on the earth, with fine delusive sleights, 
Mocking a gaping crow ? Ha, Mosca ! 

Mos. Sharp, sir. 

' Volp. Give me my furs. {Puts on his sick dress!] Why dost 
thou laugh so, man ? 

Mos. I cannot choose, sir, when I apprehend 
What thoughts he has without now, as he walks ; 
That this might be the !ast gift he should give; 
That this would fetch you j if you died to-day, 
And gave him all, what he should be to-morrow j 
What large return would come of all his ventures ; 
How he should worshipped be, and reverenced ; 
Ride with his furs, and foot-cloths ; waited on 
By herds of fools, and clients ; have clear way 
Made for his mule, as lettered as himself ; 
Be called the great and learned advocate : 
And then concludes, there 's nought impossible.^ ,. - ' 

Volp. Yes, to be learned, Mosca, , V-'^ 

Mos. O, no : rich ^ ' 

Implies it. Hood an ass with reverend purpio, ' 
S.o you can hide his two ambitious ears, .■■ 

And he shall passtfor a cathedral doctor. 

Voip. My caps, my caps, good Mosca. Fetch him in. 

Mos. Stay, sir ; your ointment for your eyes. 
• Volp. That 's true ; 

Dispatch, dispatch ; ! long to have possession 
Of my new present. 
• Mos. That, and thousands more, 
/\l hope to see you lord of. 
i' Volp. Thanks, kind Mosca. 
'-"j^cSr'And that, when I am lost in blended dust, 
And hundred such as I am, in succession 

Volp. Nay, that were too much, Mosca. 

Mos. You shall live. 
Still, to delude these harpies. 

Volp. Loving Mosca ! 
'Tis well : my pillow now, and let him enter. [Exit Mosca. 

Now, my feigned cough, my phthisic, and my gout, 
My apoplexy, pal.^y, and catarrhs, 
Help, with your forced functions, this my posture. 
Wherein, this tbree year, I have milked their hopes. 
He comes ; I hear him— Uh ! \cou^king-^ uh ! uh ! uh ! 0^— 

Re-enter Mosca, introducing Voltore -uiith apiece of plate. 
Mos. You still are what you were, sir. Only you, 
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Of all the rest, are he commands his love, 
And you do wisely to preserve it thus, 
With early visitation and kind notes 
Of your good meaning to him, which, I know, 
Cannot but come most grateful. Patron 1 sir I 
Here's Signior Voltore is come 

Valp, IFainily.] What say you ? 
\ 'Mas. Sir, Signior Voltore is come this morning 
if,' To visit you. 
'. Volp. I thank him. 

Mos. And hath brought 
A piece of antique plate, bought of St, Mark, 
With which he here presents you. 

Volp. He is welcome. 
Pray him to come more often. 

Mos, Yes. 

VoU. What says he ? 

Mos. He thanks you, and desires you see hiiji often. 

Volp. Mosca. 

Mos. My patroii I 

Volp. Bring him near, where is he ? 
I long to feel his hand. 

Mos. The plate is here, sii', 

VoU. How fare you, sir ? 

Volp. 1 thank you, Signior Voltore ; 



. " Where is the plate ? Mine eyes an 
Volt. {Putting it into his hands?, 


; bad. 


I'm sorry 


L ; To see you still thus weak, 
' X Mos. That he's not weaker. 






Volp. You are too munificient. 




Volt. No, sir ; would to heaven. 




I could as well give health to you, i 


IS that plate ! 


Volp. You give, sir, what you can 


: I thank you. 



Hath taste in this, and shall not be unanswered ; 
I pray you see me often. 

Volt. Yes, I shall, sir. 

Volp. Be not far from me. 

Mos. Do you observe that, sir ? 

Volp. Harken unto me still ; it will concern you- 

Mos. You are a happy man, sir ; know your good. 

Volp. I cannot now last long 

Mos. You are his heir, sir. 

Volt. Am I ? 

Volp. I feel me going ; Uh 1 uh 1 uh 1 uh ! 
■ I 'va sailing to my port. Uh ! uh I uh I uh ! 
And I am glad 1 am so near my haven. 

Mos. Alas, kind gentleman I Well, we must all go — 

Volt. But, Mosca 
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Mos. Age will conquer. 

Volt. 'Pi-ay thee, hear me : 
Ain 1 inscribed his heir fot certain f 

Mos. Are you ! 
I do beseech you, sir, you will vouchsafe ^ 

To write me in your family. All my hopes 
Depend upon your worship : I am lost, 
Except the rising sun do shine on me. 

Voli. It shall both shine and warm thee, Mosca. 

llfos. Sir, 

I am a man that hath not done your love 
All the worst offices ? here I wear your keys, 
See all your cofiers and your caskets iock'o. 
Keep the poor inventory of your jewels, 
Your pUite and monies ; am your steward, sir. 
Husband your goods liere. 

Volt. But am I sole heir > 

Mos. Without a partner, sir ; confirmed this morning : 
The wax 's warm yet, and the ink scarce dry 
Upon the parchment. 

Voll. Happy, happy, me ! 
By what good chance, sweet Mosca ? 

Mos. Your desert, sir ; 
1 know no second cause. 

Volt. Thy modesty 
Is not to know it : well, we shall requite it. 

Mos. He ever liked your course, sir ; that first took him. 
I oft have heard him say how he admired \ 
Men of your lai^e profession, that could speak ~ 
To every cause, and things mere colitrJiries, \ . , ' ' ' 

Till they were hoarse again, yet all be law ; 
That, with most quick agility, could turn. 
And turn and rc-turn ; make knots, and undo them ;' 
Give forked counsel ; take provoking gold 
On either hand, and put it up ; these men. 
He knew, would thrive with their humility. 
And for his part he thought he should be blest 
To have his heir of such a suffering spirit. 
So wise, so grave, of so perplex'd a tongue, 
And loud withal, that would not wag, nor scarce 
Lie still, ivithout a fee ; wheii every word 
Your worship but let's fall, is a chequin ! — '■ — ■'' 

[Knocking without. 
Who's that ? one knocI<s ; I would not have you seen, sir. 
And yet— pretend you came, and went in haste ; 
I'll fashion an excuse — and, gentle sir. 
When you do come to swim in golden lard. 
Up to the arms in honey, that your chin 
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Is borne up stiff with fatness of the flood, 
Tliink on yo(ir vassal : but remembet me : 
I have not been your worst of ciieiils. 

Volt. Mosca ! 

Mas. When will you have your inventory brought, sir? 

Or see a copy of the will ? Anon I — 

I'll bring Chem to you, sir. Away, be gone, 
Put business in your face. \.Ex!t VOLTORE. 

// Volp. [sprinfpng up.~\ Excellent Mosca ! 
f /Come hither, let me kiss thee. 
\ Mas. Keep you still, sir. 
Here is Corbaccia. 

Volp. Set the plate away r 
The vulture's gone, and the old raven's come ! 

Mos. Betake you to your silence, and your sleep. 
Stand there and multiply. [Putting the plate to the rest^ Now, 

shall we see 
A wretch who is indeed more impotent 
Than this can feign to be ; yet hopes to hop 
Over bis grave- 

Enler CORBACCTO. 

Signior Corbaccio ! 
You're very welcome, sir. 

Corb. How does your patron P 

Mas. Troth, as he did, sir; no amends. 

Corb. What I mends he ? 

Mas. No, sir : he's raiher worse. 

Corb. That's well. Where is he ? 

Mos. Upon his couch, sir, newly fallen asleep. 

Corb. Does he sleep well ? 

Mos. No wink, sir, all this night. 
Nor yesterdav ; but slumbers. 

Corb. Gooii ! he should take 
Some counsel of physicians ; I have brought him 
An opiate here, from mine own doctor. 

Mos. He will not hear of drugs. 

Carb. Why ? ! myself 
Stood by while it was made, saw all the ingredients : 
And know it cannot but most gently work : 
My life for his, 'tis but to make him sleep. 

Volp. Av, his last sleep, if he would take it. \Aiide. 

Mos. Sir, 
He has no faith in physic. 

Corb. Say you, say you ? 

Mos. He has no faith in physic : he does think 
^ost of your doi^fors are the greater danger, 
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And worse disease to escape. I often have 
Heard him protest that youi physician 
Should never be his heir. 
Corb. Not I his heir ! 
Mas. Not vour physician, sir. 
Corb. O, no, no, no. 
I do not mean it. 

Mos. No, sir, nor their fees 
He cannot brook : he says they flay a man, 
Before they kill him. 

Corb. Rigbt, I do conceive you. 
Mos. And then tliey do it by experiment ; 
For which Ihe law not only doth absolve them, 
But gives them great reward : and he is loth 
To hire his death so. 

Corb. It is true, they kill 
With as much license as a judge. 

Mos. Nay, more : 
For he but kills sir, where the law condemns, 
And these can kill him too. 

Corb. Ay, or me ; 
Or any man. How does his apoplex ? 
Is that strong on him still .'' 
f .Mos. Most violent. 
j His speech is broken, and his eyes are set, 
^f^is face drawn longer than 'twas wont— 
Corb. How ! how I 
Stronger than he was wont f 
Mos. No, sir : his*face 
y Drawn longer than 'twas wont. 
Corb. Oh, good j 
Mos. His mouth 
■^ Is ever gaping, and his eyelids hang. 
Corb. Good. 

Mos. A freezing numbness stiffens all his joints, 
And makes the colour of his flesh like lead. 
Corb. 'Tis good. 
'i jl/oj. His pulse beats slow and duiL 
Corb. Good symptoms still. 

/\ Mos. And from his brain 

(, _Corb. I conceive you ; good. 

Mos. Flows a cold sweat, with a continual rheum. 
Forth the resolved comers of his eyes. 

Corb. Is it possible ? Yet I am better, ha ! 

How does he with the swimming of his head ? 

Mos. Oh, sir, 'tis past the scotomy ; he now 

Hath lost his feehng, and haih left to snort ! 

Ypu hardly can petceive him, that he breathes. 
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Corb. Excellent, excellent ! Sure I shall outlast him : 
This makes me young again, a score of years. 

Mos. I was a-coniing for yon, sir, 

Corb. Has he made his will ? 
What has he given me ? i 

Mos. No, sir. 

Corb. Nothing! ha? 

Mos. He has not made his will, sir. 

Corb. Oh, oh, oh ! 
' What then did Voltore, the lawyer, here ? 

Mos. He smelt a carcase, sir, when he but heard 
My master was about his testament ; 
As I did urge him to it for your good 

Corb. He came unto him, did he .' 1 thought so. 

Mos. Yes, and presented him this piece of plate. 

Corb. Tobe his heir? 

Mos. I do not know, sir. 

Corb. True.' 
I know it too. 

Mos. By your own scale, sir. XAsids. 

Corb. Well, 
I shall prevent him yet. See, Mosca, look. 
Here, 1 have brought a ba}> of bright chsaiuggs,' 
Will quite weigh down his plate. 

Mos. \Takmg the bag^ Yea, marry, sir. 
This is true physic, this your sacred medicine ; 
No talk of opiates, to this great elixir ! 

Corb, 'Tis aurum palpabile, if not potabile. 

Mos. It shall be ministered to him, in his bowl, 

Corb. Ay, do, do, do ! 

Mos. Most blessed cordial ! 
This will recover him. 

Corb, Yes, do, do, do I 

Mos. I think it were not best, sir. 

Corb. What? 

Mos. To recover him. 

Mos. Why, sir, this 
Will work some strange effect, if he but feel it. 

Corb. 'Tis true, therefore forbear ; I 'H take my venture : 
Gi^'C me it again. 

Mos. At no hand ; pardon me : 
You shall not do yourself that wrong, sir. I 
Will so advise you, you shall have it all. 

Corb. How ? 

Mos, All, sir ; 'tis your right, your own : no man 
Can claim a part ; 'tis yours, without a rival, 
Decreed by destiny. 
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Cord. How, how, good Mosca? 

Mos. I '11 tell you, sir ; this fit he shall recover. 

Corb. 1 do conceive you. 

Mos, And, on first advantage 
Of his gained sense, will I re-importune him 
Jnto the making of his testament ; 
AnA show him this. \ Pointing io the moiKy. 

Corb. Good, good. 

Mos. 'Tis better yet. 
If you will hear, sii-. 

Corb. Yes, with all my heart. 

Mos. Now, woald I counsel you, make home with speed ; 
There frame a will ; whereto you shall inscribe 
My master )'ojr sole heir. 

Corb. And disinherit 
My son ! 

Mos. Oh, sir, the better : for that colour 
Shall make it niucli more taking. 

Corb. Oh, but colour ? 

Mos. This will, sir, you shall send it unto me. 
Now, when I come to enforce, as I will do, 
Your cares, your watchings, and your many prayers. 
Your more than many gifts, your this day's present, 
And last, produce your will; where, without thought, 
Or least regard, unto yonr proper issue, 
A son so brave, and highly meriting 
The stream of your diverted love hath thrown you 
Upon my master, and made him your heir : 
He cannot be so stupid, or stone-dead, 
But out of conscience and mere gratitude 

Cnrb. He must pronounce me his ? 

Mos. 'Tis true. 

Corb. This plot 
Did I think on before. 

Mos. I do believe it. 

Corb. Do you not believe it? 

Mos. Yes, sir. 

Corb. Mine own project. 

Mos. Which, when he hath done, sir • 

Corb. Published me his heir ? 

Mos. And you so certain to survive him 

Corb. Ay. 

Mos. Being so lusty a man— - 

Corb. Tis true. 

Mos. Yes, sir 

Carb. I thought on that too. See how he should be 
The very organ to express my thoughts. 

Mos. Vou have not only done yourself a good 
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Corb. But multiplied it on my son. 

Mos. 'Tis right, sir. 

Cork Still, my invention. 

Mos. 'Las, sir ! heaven knows, 
It hath been all my study, ail my care, 
(I e'er grow grey withal), how to work things^— 

Cori. 1 do conceive, sweet Mosca. 

Mos. You are he 
For whom I labour here. 

Cerb. Ay, do, do, do : 
I '11 straight about it. [Going. 

Mos. Rook go with you, raven 1 

Corb. 1 know thee honest. 

Mos. You do lie, sir ! \Asiiie. 

Corb. And 

Mos. Your knowledge is no better than your ears, sir. 

Corb. 1 do not doubt to be a father to thee. 

Mos. Nor I to gull my brother of his blessing. 

Corb. I may have my youth restored to me, why not ? 

Mos. Your worship is a precious ass ! 

Corb. What sayest thou ? 

Mos. I do desire your worship to make haste, sir. 

Corb. 'Tis done, 'tis done; I go, \Exit. 

Volp. \I.^aping from his coucb.] Oh, I shall burst! 
Let out my sides, let out my sides— 
I Mos. Contain 
Your flux of laughter, sir, you know this hope 
Is such a bail, it covers any hook. 

Voip. Oh, but ihy working and thy placing it I 
1 cannot hold ; good rascal let me kiss thee ; 
I never knew thee in so rare a humour. 

Afos. Alas, sir, I but do as I am taught ; 
Follow your grave instructions ; give them words ; 
Pour oil inio their ears, and send them hence. 

Vo/p. 'Tis true, 'tis Irue. What a rare punishment 
Is avarice to itself ! 
^" 'jf/uj. Ay, with our help, sir. 

yoip. So many cares, so many maladies, 
So many fears attending on old age, 
Yea, death so often called on, as no wish 
Can be more frequent with them, their hmbs faint, 
Their senses dull, their seeing, Jiearing, going. 
All dead before them ; yea, their very teeth, 
Their instruments of eating, failing them ; 
Yet this is reckoned life I Nay, here was one. 
Is now gone home, that wishes to live longer 1 ^ 

Feels not his gout, nor palsy ; feigns himself 
Younger by scores of years, flatters bis age 
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With confident belying it, hopes he may, 
With charms, like Mzon, have his youth restored : 
And with these thoughts so battens, as if fate 
Would be as easily cheated on, as he, 

And all turns air [—{Knocking witMn.1 — Who 's that there, 
now ? a third ! 

Mcs. Close, to your couch again ; I hear his voic« ; 
It is Co; vino, our spruce merchant. 

Vbip. [Zj« dawn as before.~\ Dead. 

Mos. Another bout, sir, with your eyes. — \_Aiiointing lliem."] 
—Who 's there .'' 



Enter CORVINO. 






yignor Corvino 1 come, most wished for ! Oh, 
How happy were you, if you knew it, now ! 

Corv. Why ? what ? wherein ? 

Mos. The tardy hour is com< 

Corv. He is not dead? 
I, Mos. Not dead, sir, but as g< 
He knows no man. 

Corv. 7^ow shall I do then ? 
, Mos. Why, sir ? 

Corv. 1 have brought him here a pearl. 

Mos. Perhaps he has 
So much remembrance left as to know you, sir; 
He still calls on you ; nothing but your name 
, \ in his mouth. Is your pearl orient, sir? 
■" Corv. Venice was never owner of the like. 

Volp. [Faintly.'] Signor Corvino I 

Mos. Hark ! 

Volp, Signor Corvino .' 

Mos. He calls you ; step and give it him. He 's here 
^nd he has brought you a rich pearl. 

Corv. How do you, sir ? 
feii him it doubles (he twelfth carat. 

Mos. Sir, 
He cannot understand, his hearing 's gone ; 
ind yet it comforts him to see you 

Corv. Say, 
.' have a diamond for him, too. 

Mos. Best show it, sir ; 
Put it into his hand ; 'tis only there 
He apprehends : lie has his feeling yeL ' ^ 

See how he grasps it I . "^ 

Corv. 'Las, good gentleman f 
How pitiful the sight is ! 

Mos. Tut I forget, sir. 
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The weeping of an heir should still be laughter 

Carv. Why, am I his lieir? 

Mas. Sir, 1 am sworn, I may not show the will 
Till he be dead ; but here has been Corbaccio, 
Here has been Voltore, here were others too, 
I cannot number 'em, they were so many ; 
All gaping here for legacies : but I, 
Taking the 'vantage ol his naming you, 
Signor Corvino, Signer Corvino, took 
Paper and pen, and ink, and there I asked him, 
Whom he would have his heir? Corvino. Who 
Should be executor ? Corvino. And, 
To any question he was silent to, 
I still interpreted the nods he made, 

Through weakness, for consent : and sent home the others, 
Nothing bequeaihed them, but to cry and curse. 

Corv, Oh, my dear Mosca ! — \They embrace. '\-~Doe% he not 
perceive its ? 

Mos. No more than a blind harper. He knows no man, 
No face of friend, nor name of any servant. 
Who 'twas that fed him fast, or gave him drink r 
Not those he hath begotten, or brought up, 
Can he remember. 

Corv. Has he children ? 

Mos. Bastards, 
Some dozen, or more, that he begot on beggars, 
I Gipsies, and Jews, and blackraooi-s, when he was drunk. 
Knew you not that, sir ? 'tis the common fable. 
Tlie dwarf, the fool, the eunuch, are all his ; 
He 's the true father of his family. 
In nil, savem.e :— but lie has given them nothing. 

Con>. That 's well, that 's well ! Art sure he does not hear us ? 

Mos. Sure, sir ! Why, look you, credit your own sense. 

[Shouts in VoL.'s ear. 
The pOK approach, and add to your diseases, 
If it would send you hence the sooner, sir. 
For your incontinence, it hath deserved it 
Thoroughly, and thoroughly, and the plague to boot !— 
You may come near, sir. Would you would once close 
Those filthy eyes of yours, that flow with slime. 
Like two frog-pits ; and those same hanging cheeks. 
Covered with hide instead of skin — Nay, help, sir — 
That look like frozen dish-clouts set on end ! 

Co/v. {Aloud^ Or like an old smoked wall, on which the 

Ran down in streaks ! 
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You may be louder yet ; a culverin 
Discharged in his ear would hardly bore it. 

Corv. His nose is like a common sewer, stiil running. 

Mos. 'Tis good ! And what his mouth ? 

Corv. A very draught, 

Mos. Oh, stop it up ' 

Com. By no means. 

Mos. 'Pray you, let me ; 
' Faith I could stifle him rarely with a piliow, 
As well as anv woman that should keep him' 

Corv. Do a's you will ; but I 'II begone. 

Mos. Be so : 
It is your presence makes him last so long. 

Coi-v. I pray you, use no violence. 

Mos. No, sir ! Why ? 
Why should you be thu5 scrupulous, pray you, sir ? 

Coi-v. Nay, at your discretion, 

Moi. Well, good sir, begone. 

C07-V. I wiil not trouble him now, to take my pearl. 

Mos. Puh ! nor your diamond. , What a needless care 
Is this afflicts you ? Is not all here yours .' 
Am not I here, whom you have made your creature? 
' That owe my being to you ? 

Corv. Grateful Mosca ! 
Thou art my friend, my fello^v, my companion. 
My partner, and shalt share m all mv fortunes, 

Mos. Excepting one. 
^ Cotv. What's that? 

Mos. Your gallant wife, sir— [Exit CORV. 

Now is he gone : we had no other means 
To shoot him hence, but this. 

Volp. My divine Mosca ! 
Thou hast to-day outgone tliyself. [Knocking it/ifh'n.^—V/ho 's 

I will be troubled with no more. Prepare 
Me music, dances, banquet, all delights ; 
The TurttjgjioLmergsgnsHal in his pleasures. 
Than will Yolpiojie. [EJci/ Mos.] Let me see ; a pearl ! 
A diamond ! plate ! chequines ! Good morning's purchase 
- Why, this is better than rob churches, yet ; ' 
Or fat, by eating, once a month, a man — 

Re-enter Mosca. 
Who is 't ? 
' Mos. Tlie beauteous Lady Would-be, sir. 

Wife to the English knight. Sir Politick Would-be 
( {This is the style, sir, is directed me), 
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Hath sent to know how you have slept to-night, 
And if you would be visited ? 

Volfi. Not now; 
Some three hours hence — 

Mos. 1 told the squire so much. 

Volp. When I am liigh with mirth and wine ; then, theti : 
'Fore heaven, I wonder at the desperate valour 
Of the bold English, that they dare let loose 
,- Their wives to all encounters ! 

Mos. Sir, this knight 
Had not his name for nothing, he is politick, ^ 
And knows, howe'er his wife affect strange airs, 
/She hath not set the face to be dishonest : 
■^--^ut had she Signor Corvino's wife's face — 

Veip. Has she so rare a face ? 

Mos. Oh, sir, the wonder. 
The blazing star of It^X-' ^ wench 
Of the first yearTalieauty ripe as harvest ! 
Whose skin is whiter than a swan all over. 
Than silver, snow, or lilies 1 a soft lip, 
Would tempt you to eternity of kissing ! 
And fiesh that melteth in the touch to blood t 
Bright as your gold, and lovely as your gold 

Volp, Why had not i known this before? 

Mos. Alas, sir, 
Myself but yesterday discovered it. 

Volp. How might I see her ? 

Mos. Oh, not possible ; 
She 's kept iis warily as is your gold ; 
Never does come abroad, never takes air 
But at a window. All her looks are sweet 
As the first grapes or cherries, and are watched 
As near as they are. 

Volp. I must see her. 

Mos. Sir, 
There is a guard of spies ten thick upon her. 
All his whole household ; each of which is set 
Upon his fellow, and have all their charge 
When he goes out, when he comes in, examined. 

Volp. 1 will go see her, though but at her window. 

Mos. In some disguise, then. 

Volp. That is true ; I must 
Maintain mine own shape still the same : we '11 think, [Exeunt. 
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Enter Sir Politick Would-be and Peregrine. 

.'ir P. Sir, to a wise man, all the world 's his soil : 
Iiis not Itaiy, nor France, nor Europe, 
. T lat must bound me, if my fates call me forth. 
Yet, 1 protest, it is no salt desire 
Of seeing countries, shifting a religion, 
'Nor any disaffection to the state 
Where I was bred, and unto which i owe 
My dearest plots, hath brought me out ; much less, 
■ That idle, antique, stale, grey-headed project 
Olf knowing men's minds and manners, with Ulysses! 
BJut a peculiar humour of my wife's ' ^ - / 

Llaid for this height of Venice, to observe, 
To quote, to learn the language, and so forth — 
, I hope you travel, sir, with license ? 

I'-:r. Yes. 

Sir P. I dare the safelier converse. How long, sir, 
, f *,i nee you left England ? 

Per. Seven weeks. 
_' Sir P. So lately ! 
You have not been with my Lord Ambassador? 

Per. Not yet, sir. 

Sir P. Pray you, what news, sir, vents our climate ? 
' I heard last night a most strange thing reported 
By some of my lord's followers, and I long 
To hear how 'twill be seconded. 
' Per. What was 't, sir ? 

Sir P. Marry, sir, of a raven that should build 
In a ship royal of the king's. 

Per. This fellow. 
Does he gull me, trow.? or is gulled? [Aside.'] Your name, s 

Sir P. My name is Politick Would-be. 

Per. Oh, that speaks him.— [v4«<jk.] 
A knight, sir \ 

Sir P. A poor knight, sir. 

Per. Your lady 
Lies here in Venice, for intelligence 
lOf tires, and fashions, and behaviour, 
Among the courtezans ? the fine Lady Would-be ? 
- Sir P. Yes, sir ; the spider and the bee oftimes 
£uck from one flower. 

Per. Good Sir Politick, 
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I cry you mercy ; I have heard much of you : 
'Tis tnie, sir, of your raven. 

Sir P. On your knowledge ? 

Per. Yes, and your lion 's whelping in the Tovver, 

Sir P. Another whelp 1 

Per. Another, sir. 
. Sir P. Now heaven I 
What prodigies be these ? The fires at Benvick ! 
And the new star ! these things concurring, strange. 
And full of omen ! Saw you those meteors ? 

Per. I did, sir. 

Sir P. Pray you, sir, confirm me. 
Were there three porpoises seen above the bridge, 
As they give out? 

Per. Six, and a sturgeon, sir. 

Sir P. 1 am astonished. 

Per. Nay, sir, be not so ; 
I'll teil you a greater prodigy than these. 

Sir P. What should these things portend ? 

Per. The very day 
(Let me be sure) that I put forth from London, 
There was a whale discover'd in the river, 
As high as Woolwich, that had waited there. 
Few know how manv months, for the subversion 
Of the Stode fleet. 

Sir P. li 't possible? believe it, 
'Twas either sent from Spain, or the archdukes : 
Spinola's whale, upon my life, my credit ! 
Will they not leave these projects i Worthy sir. 

Per. Faith, Stone the fool is dead, 
And they do lack a tavern fool extremely. 

Sir P. Is Mass Stone dead? 

Per. He's dead, sir ; why, I hope 
You thought him not immortal ? O, this knight, 
Were lie well known, would be a precious thing 
To fit our English stage ; he that should write 
But such a fellow, should be thought to feign 
Extremely, if not maliciously, {A 

Sir P. Stone dead 1 

Per. Dead, Lord ! how deeply, sir, you appreiiend it ? 
He was no kinsman to you ? 

^(> P. That I know of. 
Well ! that same fellow was an unknown fool. 

Per. And yet you knew him, it seems ? 

Sir P. I did so. Sir, 
1 knew him one of the most dangerous heads 
Living within the slate, and so I held hiih. 
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Per. Indeed, sir? 

Sir P. While he lived, in action. 
He has received weekly inlelligence, 
Upon my knowledge, out of the Low Countries, 
For all parts of the woild, in cabbages ; 
And those dispensed again to ambassadors, 
In oranges, musk melons, apricots. 
Lemons, pome-citrons, and such like ; sometimes 
In Colchester oysters, and your Selsey cockles. 

Per. You make me wonder. 

Sir P. Sir, upon my knowledge. 
Nay, I've observed him, at your public ordinary 
Take his advertisement from a traveller, 
A conceal'd statesman, i u a trencher of meat ; 
And instanti)-, before the meal was done. 
Convey an answer in a toothpick. 

Per. Strange ! 
How could this be, sir ? 

Sir P. Why, the meat was cut 
So like his character, and so laid, as he 
Must easily read the cipher. 

Per. I have heard, 
He could not read, sir. 

Sir P. So 'twas given out, 
' In policy, by those that did employ him : 
But he could read, and had your languages, 
■And to 't, as sound a noddle— - 

Per, i have heard, sir. 
That your baboons were spies, and that they were 
. A kind of subtle nation near to China. 

Sir P. Ay, ay, your Mamaluchi. Faith, they had 
Their hand in a French plot or two ; but they 
Were so extremely given to women, as 
They made discovery of al! : yet 1 
Had my advices here, on Wednesday last. 
From one of their own coat, they were return'd, 
Made their relations, as the fashion is. 
And now stand fair for fresh employment. 

Per. Heart! 
This Sir Pol will be ignorant of nothing. 
It seems, sir, you know all. 

Sir P, Not all, sir, but 
I liave some general notions. 1 do love 
Tb note and to observe ; though I live out, 
Free from the active torrent, yet I'd mark 
The currents and the passages of things. 
For mine own private use ; and know the ebbs 
^nd flows of state. 



=,Google 



12+ VOLPONE; OR, THE FOX. [^ 

Per. Believe it, sir, I hold 
Myself in no small tie unto my fortunes. 
For casting me thus luckily upon you. 
Whose knowledge, if your bounty equal it. 
May do me great assistance, in instruction 
For my behaviour, and my bearing, which 
Is yet so rude and raw. 

Sir P. Why, came you forth 
Empty of rules for travel ? 

Per. Faith, I had 
Some common ones, from out that vulgar grammar, 
Which he that cried Italian to me, taught me. 

Sir P. Why this it is that spoils all our brave bloods. 
Trusting our hopeful gentry unto pedants, 
Fellows of outside, and mere bark. You seem 
To he a gentleman, of ingenuous race : — 
I not profess it, but my fate hath been 
To be, where I have been consulted with. 
In this high kind, touching some great men's sons. 
Persons of blood and honour. 

Enter MOSCA and NanO disguised, followed by person 
materials for erecting a Siage. 

Per. Who be these, sir? 

Mas, Under that window, there 't n: 

Sir P. Fellows, to mount a bank. 
In the dear tongues, never discourse tc , 
Of the Italian mountebanks .-■ 

Per. Yes, sir. 

Sir P. Why, 
Here you shall see one. 

Per. They are quacksalvers ; 
Fellows, that live by venting oils and drugs. 

Sir P. Was that the character he gave you of them ? 

Per. As I remember. 

Sir P. Pity his ignorance. 
They are the only knowing men of Europe ! 
Great general scholars, excellent physicians. 
Most admired statesmen, professed favourites, 
And cabinet counsellors to the greatest princes ; 
The only languaged men of all the world ! 

Per. And, I have heard, they are most lewd impostors ; 
Made of all terms and shreds ; no less beliers 
Of great men's favours, than their own vile med'cines ; 
Which they will utter upon monstrous oaths : 
Selling that drug for twopence, ere they part, 
Which they have valued M twelve crowns before, 
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^;>- P, Sir, calumnies are answered best with silence. 
- Yourself shall judge. Who is it mounts my friends ? 

AIos. Scoto of Mantua, sir. 

Sir P. Is 't he > Nay, then 
I'll proudly promise, sir, you shall behold 
Another man that has been fant'sied to you. 
1 wonder yet, that he should mount his bank, 
Here in this nook, that has been wont t' appear 
In face of the Piazza 1— Here he comes. 

Enter VoLPONE, disguised as a mountebank Doctor^ and 
followed by a crowd of people. 

Volp. Mount, zany. \To Nano.J 

Mob. Follow, follow, follow, follow 1 

Sir P. See how the people follow him ! He 's a man 
May write ten thousand crowns in bank here. Note, 

[VOLFONE mounts the stage. 
Mark but his gesture :— 1 do use to observe 
The slate he keeps in getting up. 

Per. 'Tis worth it, sir. 

Volp. Most noble gentlemen, and my worthy patrons 1 It 
may seem strange that I, your .Scoto Mantuanu, who was ever 
wont to fix my bank in face of the public Piazza, near the shelter 
of the Portico to the Procuratia, should now, after eight months' 
absence from this illustrious city of Venice, humbly retire myself 
into an obscure nook of the Piazza. 

Sir P. Did not I now object the same .' 

Per, Peace, sir. 

Volp. Let me tell you : I am not, as your Lombard proverb 
saith, cold on my feet ; or content to part with my commodities 
at a cheaper rate than I accustomed: look not for it. Nor that 
the calumnious reports of that impudent detractor and shame to 
our profession (Alessandro Buttone, I mean), who gave out in 
public 1 was condemned a sforzato (o the galleys, for poisoning 

the Cardinal Berabo's cook, hath at all attached, much less 

dejected me. No, no, worthy gentlemen ; to tell you true, I 
cannot endure to see the rabble of these ground ciarlitani, th;,t 
spread their cloaks on the pavement, as if they meant to do feais 
of activity, and then come in lamely, with their mouldy tales out 
of Boccacio, like stale Tabarine, the fabulist : some of them dis- 
coursing their travels, and of their tedious captivity in the Turks 
galleys, when, indeed, were the truth known, they were the Chris- 
tians galleys, where very temperately they ate bread and drunk 
"water, as a wholesome penance, enjoined them by their confessors, 
for base pilferies. 

Sir P. Note but his bearing, and contempt of these. 

Volp. These dirty-facy-nasty-paty rogues, with one paor 
groat's-worth of unprepared ajitimony, finely wrapped up ii) 
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severals cartoccios, are able, very well, to kill tlieir twenty t 
week, and play; yet these meagre, starved spirits, who have" 
half stopped the organs of their minds with earthy oppilation: 
want not their favourers among your shrivelled salad-eating 
artisans, who are overjoyed that they may have their ha'porth of 
physic; tliough it pui^e them into another world, it makes nij 

Sir P. Excellent ! Have you heard better language, sir ? 

Volp. Well, let them go. And, gentlemen, honourable gentle- 
men, know that for this time our bank, being thus removed from 
the clamours of the canaglia, shall be the scene of pleasure and 
delight i for I have nothing to sell, little or nothing to sell. 

Sir P. I told you, sir, his end. 

Per. You did so, sir. 

Volp. I protect, I and my six servants, are not able to make 
of this precious liquor, so fast as it is fetched away from my 
lodging by gentlemen of jour city, strangers of the Terra-firma, 
worshipful merchants ; ay, and senators too ; who, ever since 
my arrival, have detained me to their uses, by their splendidous 
liberalities. And worthily, for what avails your rich nian to 
have his magazines stuffed with moscadelh, or of the purest grape, 
when his physicians prescribe him, on pain of death, to drink 
nothing but water cocted with aniseeds ? Oh, health, health ! 
the blessing of the rich 1 the riches of the poor! who can buy 
thee at too dear a rate, since there is no enjoying this world 
without thee .' Be not then so sparing of your purses, honour- 
able gentlemen, as to abridge the natural course of life 

Per. You see his end. 

Sir P. Ay, is 't not good ? 

Volp. For when a humid flux or catarrh, by the mutability of . 
air, falls from your head into an arm or shoulder, or any other 
• part, take you a diicat, or your chequin of gold, and apply to the 
place affected : see what good effect it can work. No, no ; 'tis 
this blessed unguenta, this rare extraction, that hath only power 
to disperse ull malignant humours, that proceed either of hoi 
cold, moist, or windy causes 

Per. I would he had put in dry too. 

Sir P. 'Pray you, observe. 

Volp. To fortify the most indigest and crude stomach, ay, were 
it of one that, through extreme weakness, vomited blood, applying 
only a warm napkin to the place, after the unction and fricace — 
for the vertegine in the head, putting but a drop into your 
nostrils, likewise behind the ears— a most sovereign and ap- 
proved remedy ; the ma! caduco, cramps, convulsions, paraiysies,' 
epilepsies, tremor- cordia, retired nerves, ill vapours of the spleen, 
stopping of the liver, the stone, the stran^ry, hernia ventosa, 
iliaca passio ; stops a dysenteria immediately ; easeth the torsion 
of the small guts ; and cures melancholia hypondriaca, being 



=,Google 



SCENF. I.] VOLPOiXEj OR. THE FOX. 127 

taken and applied accordinj; to my printed receipt. \Poiniing to 
his bill and his vial.] For this is tlie pliysician, this tlie medi- 
cine ; this counsels, this cures ; this gives tlie direction, this 
works the effect ; and, iu sum, both together may be termed ^n 
abstract of the theorick and practick in the ^sculapian art. 
Twill cost you eight crowns. And — Zan Fritada, prithee sing a 
verse extempore in honour of it. 

^;>- P. How do you like him, sir? 

Per. Most strangely, I ! 

Sir P. Is not his language rare? 

Pt^r. But alchemy, 
I never heard the like ; or Broughton's books. 

Nano sing's. 
Had old Hippocrates, or Gal«n, 
That 10 their books pul nied'cLoes all in. 
But known this secret, Ihey had never 
(Of which they wilt be giiiUy ever) 
Been murderers of so much paper. 
Or wasted man/ a hurlless taper ; 
No Indian drug had e'er been famed, 
Tobacco, sassafras not named ; 
Ne, yel, of guiacum one small slick, sir, 
Nor Raymund LuUy's great elixir. 
Ne had been known Ihe Danish Gonsivorl, 
Or ParacelstiS, with liis long sword. 

Per. All this, yet, will not do ; eight crowns is high. 

Volp. No more. Gentlemen, if .1 had but time to discourse to 
you the' miraculous eifects of this my oil, surnanied Oglio del 
Scoto ; with the countless catalogue of those I have cured of 
the aforesaid and many more diseases ; the patents and 
privileges of all the princes and commonwealths of Christendom ; 
or but the depositions of those that appeared on my part before 
the signiary of the Sanita and most learned College of 
Physicians 1 where I was authorized, upon notice taken of the 
admirable virtues •f my medicaments, and mine own excellency 
in matter of rare and unknown secrets, not only to disperse tlietn 
puhlidy in this famous city, but in all the territories, that 
happily joy under the government of the most pious and 
magnificent states of Italy. But may some other gallant fellow 
say, oh, there be divers that make profession to have as good 
and as experimented receipts as yours ; indeed, very many have 
assayed, like apes, in imitation of that, which is really and 
essentially in me, to make of this oil ; bestowed great cost in 
furnaces, stills, alembecks, continued fires, and preparation of 
the ingredients {as indeed there goes to it six hundred several 
simples, besides some quantity of human fat for the conglutina- 
tion, which we buy of the anatomists), but when these 
practitioners come to the last decoction, blow, blow, puff, puff, 
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and all flies in fumo : lia, ha, lia ! Poor wretches ! I rather 
pity their folly and indiscretion, than their ioss of time and 
money ; for these may be recovered by industry ; but to be a 
fool born is a disease incurable. 

For myself, I always from my youth have endeavoured to jrct 
the rarest secrets, and book tliem either in exchange or for 
money? I spared not cost nor labour where anything was worthy 
to be learned. And, gentlemen, honourable gentlemen, I will 
underlake, by viitue of chemical art, out of the honourable hat 
that covers your head, to exttact the four elements ; that is to 
say, the fire, air, water and earth, and rclurn you your felt uith- 
oiit bum or stain. For, whilst others have been at the Bal'oo, 
I have been at my book ; and am now past the craggy paths of 
study, and come to the flowery plains of honour and reputation. 

Sir P. 1 do assure you, sir, that is his aim. 

Volp. But to our price 

P^r. And that withal. Sir Pol. 

Volp. You all know, honourable gentlemen, I never valuecl 
this ampulla, or vial, at less than eight crowns; but for this 
time I am content to be deprived of it for six : six crowns is the 
price, and Jess in courtesy I know you cannot offer me ; take it 
or leave it, howsoever, both it and I am at your service. I ask 
you not as the value of the thing, for then I should demand of 
you a thousand crowns, so the Cardinals Mentalto, Fernese, the 
great Duke of Tuscany, my gossip with divers other Princes 
have given me, but I despise money. Only to show my affection 
to you, honourable gentlemen, and yonr illustrious State here, I 
have neglected the messages of these Princes, mine own offices, 
framed my journey hither only to present you with the fruits of 
my travels.— Tune your voices once more to the touch of your 
instruments, and give the honourable assembly some delightful 



Pel". What monstrous and most painful 
Is here, to get some three or four gazettes, 
Some three-pence in the whole ! for that 'twill 



You that would last long, list to my song, 
Make no more coil, but liuy of 11 ' 



a teeth, and strong of tongue ? 



ig of ton. 



Would you be ever fair and young ? 
Stout of teeth, and stron ' 
Tart of palate ? quick ol 

Mcristof hand? and liglif of foot? 

Or. I will come nearer to 't, 

WouM you live free from all diseases ? 

Live the life that ever pleases, 

Yet fright all aches from your boTiss 7 

Here's a med'oine for the nones. 
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yolp. Well, I am in a humour at this time to make a present 
of the small quantity my coffer contains, to the rich in courtesy, 
and t(j the poor for God's sake. Wherefore now mark : I asked 
you six crowns, and six crowns at other times you have paid me ; 
you shall not give me six crowns, nor five, nor four, nor three, 
nor tivo, nor one, nor half a ducat; no, nor a moccinigo. Six- 
pence it wilicost you, or six hundred pounds— —expect no lower 
price, for, by the banner of my front, I will not bate a bagatine,— 
that I will have only a pledge of your loves, to carry something 
from amongst you, to show I am not condemned by you. 
Therefore now toss your handkerchiefs cheerfully, cheerfully, 
and be advertized that the first heroic spirit thut deigns to grace 
me with an handkerchief, I will give it a little remembrance of 
something beside, shall please it better than if I had presented 
it with a double pistolet. 

Per. Will you be that heroic Spark, Sir Pol ? 
[Celia, at a window above, throws down her handkerchief.] 
Oh, see I the window has prevented you. 

Volp. Lady, I kiss your bounty, and for this timely grace you 
have done your poor Scoto, of Mantua, I will return you, over 
and above my oil, a secret of that higli and inestimable nature, 
shall make you for ever enamoured on that minute, wherein your 
eye first descended on so mean, yet not altogether to be despised, 
an object. Here is a powder concealed in this paper, of which, 
if 1 should speak to the worth, nine thousand volumes were but 
as one page, that page as a line, that line as a- word ; so short is 
this pilgrimage of man (which some call life) to the expression of 
it. Would I reflect on the price ,' Why the whole world is but 
as an empire, that empire as a province, that province as a bank, 
that bank as a private purse to the purchase of it. I will only 
tell you it is the powder that made Venus a goddess, {given her 
by Apollo,) that kept her perpetually young, cleared her wrinkles, 
firmed her gums, filled her skin, coloured her hair, from her 
derived to Helen, and at the sack of Troy unfortunately lost : 
till now, in this our age, it was as happily recovered, by a 
studious antiquary, out of some ruins of Asia, who sent a moiety 
of it to the Court of France (but much sophisticated), wherewith 
the ladies there now colour their hair. The rest, at this present, 
remains with me ; extracted to a quintessence ; so that, where- 
ever it but touches in youth it perpetually preserves, in age 
restores the complexion ; seats your teeth, did they dance like 
virginal jacks, firm as a wall ; makes them white as ivorv, that 
were black as 

Enter Cor VI NO. 
Cor. Spight o' the devil, and my shame ! come down here ; 
Come down. No house but mine to make your scene? 
Signor FUniinio, will you down, sir ? down ? 
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What, is my wife your Francisclna, sir ? 
No windows on the whole piazza, hero, 
To make yOJr properties but mine ? but mine ? 

\_Beats a: 
Heart \ ere to-morrow I shall be ni 
And caird the Pantalone di Besogr 
About the town. 

Per. What should this mean, Sir Pol? 

Sir P. Some trick of state, believe it ; t will home. 

Per. It may be some design on you. 

Sir P. I know not ; 
I 'U stand upon my guard. 

Per. It is your best, sir. 

Sir P. This three weeks, all my advices, all my letters, 
They have been intercepted. 

Per. Indeed, sir ! 
Best have a care. 

Sir P. Nay, so 1 will. 

Per. This knight, 
I may not lose him, for my mirth, till night. [Exeunt. 

Scene 11.--^ Room in Volpone's House. 
Enter VoLPONE and MOSCA. 
Volp. 0, I am wounded ! 
.\ Mas. Where, sir .? 
.\i\^ Volp. Not without ; 

Those blows were nothing : I could bear them ever. 
^ ! But angry Cupid, bolting from her eyes, 
S, ' ( Hath shot himself into me like a fiame ; 
- . Where, now, he flings about his Ijurning heat, 
^ As in a furnace an ambitious fire, 

i ^ Whose vent is stopt. The fight is all within me. 

y \ I cannot live, except thou help me, Mosca ; 

■' ' My liver melts, and I, without the hope 

Of some soft air, from her refreshing breath. 
Am but a heap of cinders. 

Mos. 'Las, good sir, 
Would you had never seen her I 

Valp. Nay, would thou 
Had'st never told me of her ! 

Mos. Sir, 'tis true; 
1 do confess I was unfortunate, 
And you unhappy : but I'm bound in conscience. 
No less than duty, to effect my best 
To your release of torment, and I will, sir. 
Valp. Dear Mosca, shall 1 hope? 
Mos. Sir, more than dear, 



oy Google 



SCi-Miiii-J VULFONE; UR, THE FOX. 13! 

I win not bid you to despair of auglit 
Witliin a human compass. 

Volp. Oh, there spoke 
My better angel. Mosca, take my keys, 
Gold, plate, and jewels, all 's at thy devotion ; 
Employ them how thou wilt ; nay, coin me, too ; 
So thou, in,this,but crown my longings, MosCa, 

Mos. Use but your patience. 

Volp. So I have. 

Mos. 1 doubt not 
To bring success to your desires. 

l^olp. Nay, then, 
1 not repent me of my late disguise. 

Mos. If you can horn him, sir, you need not. 

Volp. Tnie -. 
Besides, I never meant him for ray heir. 
Is not the colour of my beard and eyebrows 
To make me known ? '- 

Mos. No jot. 

Volp. I did it well. 

Mos. So well, would I could follow you in mine, 
With half the happiness !— and yet I would 
Escape your epilogue. [Aside. 

Volp. But were they gulled 
With a belief that I was Scoto i 

Mos. Sir, 
Scoto himself could hardly have distinguished ! 
I have not time to flatter you now ; we '11 part ; 
And as 1 prosper, so applaud my art. [^Exeunt. 

Scene 111. — A Room in CORVmo's House. 

Enter Corvino, -uiith his sword in his hand, dragging in Celia. 

Corv. Death of mine honour, with the city's fool I 
A juggling, tootli-drawing, prating mountebank ! 
And at a public window ! where, whilst he. 
With his strained action, and his dole effaces, 
To his drug lecture draws your itching ears, 
A crew of old, unmarried, noted lelchers, 
Stood leering up like satyrs ; and you smile 
Most graciously, and fan your favours forth. 
To give your hot spectators satisfaction 1 
What, was your mountebank their call ? Their whistle ? 
Or were you enamoured on his copper rings. 
His saffron jewel, with the toad-stone in 't, 
Or his embroidered suit, with the cope-stitch. 
Made of a horse-cloth ? Orhia old tilt-fealher? 

E2 
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Or his starched beard ? Well, jon shal! have him, yes 1 

He shall come home to you. Or, let me see, 

I think you'tl rather mount ; would j'ou not mount ? 

Why, if you It mount, you may; yes, truly you may I 

And so you may be seen, down to the foot. 

Get you a cittern, lady Vanity, 

And be a dealer with the virtuous man ; 

Make one : I '11 but protest myself a cuckold, 

And save your dowry. I 'm a Dutchman, I ! 

For, if you thought me an Italian, 

You would be damned, ere you did this, you ivotild I 

Thou 'dst tremble to imagine, that the murder 

Of a father, mother, brother, al! thy race, 

Should follow, as the subject of my justice. 

Cd. Good, sir, have patience. 

Com. What couldst thou propose 
Less to thyself, than in this heat of wrath, 
And, stung with my dishonour, 1 should strike 
This steel into thee, with as many stabs. 
As thou wert gazed upon with goatish eyes ? 
' I Cel. Alas, sir, be appeased ! I could not think 
My being at the window should more now 
Move your impatience than at other times. 

Cofv. No ! not to seek and entertain a parley 
With a known knave, before a nmltitude 1 
You were an actor with your handkerchief, 
Which he most sweetly kissed in the receipt, 
And might, no doubt, return it with a letter, 
Ar.d point the place where you might meet ; your sister's, 
i'our mother's, or your aunt's might serve the turn. 

Cel. Why, dear sir, when do I make these excuses, 
\ Or ever stir abroad, but to the church ? 
And that so seldom— 

Corv. Well, it shall be less ; 
And thy restraint before was liberty 
To what I now decree ; and therefore mark me. 
First, I will have this wicked light damned up ; 
And till't be done, some two or three yards off 
I 'II chalk a line ; o'er which if ihou but chance 
To set thy desperate foot, more hell, more horror, 
More wild remorseless rage shall seize on thee, 
Than on a conjurer that had heedless left 
His circle's safety ere his devii was laid. 
Then here's a lock which I will hang upon thee. 
And, now I think on 't, I will keep thee backwards ; 
Thy lodging shall be backwards ; thy walks backwards ; 
Thy prospect all be backwards ; and no pleasure, 
That thou shalt know but backwards ; nay, since you force 
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My honest nature, know it is your own, 

Being too open makes me use yon thus ; 

Since you will not contain your subtle nostrils 

In a sweet room, but they must snuff the air 

Of rank and sweaty passengers, [Knocking •within^ — One 

knocks. 
Away, and be not seen, pain of thy life; 

Nor look toward the window ; if thou dost ■ ' * 

Nay, stay, hear this — let me not prosper, woman, 
But I will make thee an anatomy, "^ 

Dissect thee mine own self, and read a lecture , 
Upon thee to the city, and in public. 

Away !■— \_Exit Celia, 

Enter Servant, 
Who 's there ? 

Serv. 'Tis Signor Mosca. sir, 

Corv. Let him come in. [£'.i-;V Serv,] His master's dean : 
there's yet 
Some good to help the bad.^ 

Enter MoscA. 

My Mosca, welcome ! 
I guess your news. 

Mos. I fear you cannot, sir, 

Corv. Is 't not his death ? 

Mos. Rather the contrary, 

Corv. Not his recovery ? 

Mos. Yes, sir. 

Covo. I am cursed, 
I an bewitched, my crosses meet to vex me. 
How ? how ? how ? how ? 

Mos. Why, sir, with Scoto's oil ; 
Corbaccio and Vohore brought of it. 
Whilst I was busy in an inner room 

Corv, Death ! that damned mountebank ; but for the law 
Now, I could kill the rascal ; it cannot be 
His oils should have that virtue. Have not I 
Known him a common rogue, come fidling in 
To the osteria with a tumbling girl, 
And, when he has done all his forced tricks, been glad 
Of a poor spoonful of dead wine with flies in 't ? 
It cannot be. All his ingredients 
Are a sheep's gall, a roasted bitch's marrow, 
Some few sod earwigs, pounded caterpillars, 
A little capon's grease, and fasting spittle : 
I know them to a dram. 

Mos. I know not, sir ; 
But some on 't there, they poured into hjs ears. 
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Some in his nostrils, and recovered him ; 
Applying but the fricace. 

Corv. Plague o' that fricace ! 

Mos. And since, to seem the more officious 
And fluttering of his health, there they have had 
At extreme fees, the college of physicians 
Consulting on him, how they might restore him ; 
Where one would have a cataplasm of spices. 
Another a flayed ape clapped to his breast, 
A third wouid have it a dog, a fourth an oii. 
With wild cats' skins : at last they all resolved 
That to preserve him was no other means 
But some young woman must be straight sought out, 
Lwsty..an.d ful l of j uice t o sleep by him ; 
And to this service, most unhappily, 
And most unwillingly am I now employed. 
Which here i thought to pre acquaint you with. 
For your advice, since it concerns you most ; 
Because I would not do that thing might cross 
Your ends, on whom I have my sole dependence, sir ; 
Yet, if I do it not, they may delate 
My slackness to my patron, work me out 
Of his opinion ; and there all your hopes, 
Ventures, or whatsoever, are ail frustrate ! 
I do but teO you, sir. Besides, they are all 
Now striving who shall first present him ; therefore — 
I could entreat you, briefly, conclude somewhat ; 
Prevent them if you can. 

Corv. Death to my hopes, 
This is my villainous fortune ! Best to hire 
Some common courtezan. 

Mos. Ay, I thought on that, sir ; 
But they are all so subtle, full of art— 
And age again doting and flexible. 
So as — I cannot tell— we may, perchance. 
Light on a quean may cheat us all. 

Corv. 'Tis true. 

Mos. No, no ; it must be one that has no tricks , sir, 
Some simple thing, a creature made unto it ;" 
Some girl you may command. Have you no kinswoman ? 
Odso— Think, think, think, think, think, think, think, sir, 
One o' the doctors offered there his daughter. 

Corv. How ! 

Mos. Yes, Signor Lupo, the physician. 

Cmv. His daughter ! 

Mos. And a virgin, sir. Wliy, alas, 
He knows the stale of 's body, what it is ; 
That nought can warm his blood, sir, but a fever j 
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Nor any incantation raise liis spirit ; 

A long forgetfulness hath seized that part. 

Besides, sir, who shall know it? some one or two 

Corv. I pray thee give me leave. \_lVa/ks asidel] Ifanyiuan 
But I had had this luck— The thing in 't self, 
I know, is nothing — Wherefore should not 1 
As well command my blood and niy affections 
As this dull doctor ? In the point of honotir 
The cases are all one of wife and daughter. 

Mos. 1 hear him coming. J Aside. 

Corv. She shall do 't 1 'tis done. 
Slight 1 if this doctor, who is not engaged, 
Unless 't be for his counsel, which is nothing, 
Offer his daughter, what should I, that am 
So deeply in ? I will prevent him : Wretch ! 
Covetous wretch ! Mosca, I have dettrmined. 

Mos. How, sir? 

Corv. We '11 make all sure. The party you wot of 
Shall be mine own wife, Mosca. 

Mos. Sir, the thing. 
But that I would not seem to counsel you, 
I should have motioned to you, at the first : 
And make your count, you have cut all their throats, 
Why, 'lis directly taking a possession I 
And in his next fit we may let him go. 
'Tis but to pull the pillow from his head. 
And he is throttled ; it had been done before, 
But for your scrupulous doubts. 

Corv. Ay, a plague on't. 
My conscience fools my wit ! Well, I '11 be brief, 
And so be thou, lest they should be before us : 
Go home, prepare him, tell him with what zeal 
And willingness 1 do it ; swear it was 
On the first hearing, as thou may'st do, truly, 
Mine own free motion, 

Mos. Sir, I warrant you, 
1 '11 so possess him with it, that the rest 
Of his starved clients shall be banished all ; 
And only you received. But come not, sir, 
Until I send, for 1 have something else 
To ripen for your good, you must not know 't. 

Corv. But do not you forget to send now. 

Mos. Fear not, \_E.ril 

Corv. Where are you, wife ? My Celia! Wife ! 

Re-enter CeliA. 
What ! blubbering ? 
Come, dry those tears. I think thou thoughtst me in earnest 
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Ha ! by this light I talked so but to cry thee ; 

Methinks the lightness of the occasion 

Should have confirmed thee. Come, I am not jealous. 

ai. No ! 

CvT^. Faith, 1 am not; i, nor never was ; 
It is a poor unprofitable humour. 
Do not I know, if women have a will. 
They '11 do 'gainst all the watches of the world. 
And that the fiercest spies are tamed with gold ? 
Tut, I am confident in thee, thou shalt see't ; 
And see, I 'li give the cause, too, to believe it. 
Come, kiss me. Go, and make thee ready, straight, 
In ail thy best attire, thy choicest jewels. 
Put them all on, and, with them, thy best looks : 
We are invited to a solemn feast. 
At old Voipone's, where it shall appear 
How far I am free from jealousy or fear. [Exeunt. 



-ACT III.— 



Scene \.—A Street. 
Enter MOSCA, 
Mos. I fear I shall begin to grow in love 
With my dear self, and my most prosperous parts, 
They do so spring and burgeon ; I can feel 
A whimsy in my blood ; I know not how, 
Success hath made me wanton. I could skip 
Out of my skin, now, hke a subtle snake, 
I am so limber, Ob ! your parasite 
Is a most precious thing, dropt front above. 
Not bred 'raongst clods and clodpoles, here on earth. 
I muse, the mystery was not made a science, 
It is so liberally professed ! Almost 
All the wise world is little else, in nature, 
But parasites or sub- parasites. And yet, 
I mean not those that have your bare town-art. 
To know who's fit to feed them ; have no house, 
No family, no care, and therefore mould 
Tales for men's ears, to bait that sense ; or get 
Kitchen-invention, and some stale receipts 
To please the belly and the groin ; nor those, 
With their court dog-tricks, that can fawn and fleeij 
Make their revenue out of legs and faces. 
Echo my lord, and lick away a moth : 
But your fine elegant rascal, that can rise, 
A&J stoop a'liios', ijgether, like an arrow ; 
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Shoot through the air as nimbly as a star ; 
Turn short as doth a swallow ; and be here, 
And there, and here, and yonder, all at once ; 
Present to any humour, all occasion ; 
And change a visor, swifter than a thought I 
This is the creature had the art born with him ; 
Toils not to ieam it, but doth practice it 
Out of most excellent nature : and such sparks 
Are the true parasites others but their zanis. 

Enter Bonario. 
Who 's this ? Bonaiio, old Corbaccio's son ? 
The person I was bound to seek. Fair sir. 
You are happily met. 

Bon. That cannot be by thee. 

Mos. Why, sir ? 

Bon. Nay, pray thee, know thy way, and leave me ; 
I would be loth to interchange discourse 
With such a mate as thou art. 

Mos. Courteous sir, 
Scorn not my poverty. 

Bon. Not I, by heaven ; 
But thou shall give me leave to hate thy baseness. 

Mos. Baseness ! 

Bon. Ay i answer me, is not thy sloth 
Sufficient argument ? thy flattery ? 
Thy means of feeding ? 

Mos. Heaven be good to me ! 
These imputations are too common, sir, 
And easily stuck on virtue when she 's poor. 
You are unequal to me, and however 
Your sentence may be righteous, yet you are not 
That, ere you know me, thus proceed in censure : 
St. Mark bear witness against you, 'tis inhuman. [Weeps. 

Bon. What 1 does he weep ? the sign is soft and good : 
1 do repent me that I was so harsh. \Asi(le. 

Mos. 'Tis true, that, swayed by strong necessity, 
I am enforced to eat my careful bread 
With too much obsequy ; 'tis true, beside. 
That I am fain to spin mine own poor raiment 
Out of my mere observance, being not born 
To a free fortune : but that I have done 
Base offices, in rending friends asunder. 
Dividing families, betraying counsels. 
Whispering false lies, or mining men with praises, 
Trained their credulity with perjuries, 
Corrupted chastity, or am in love 
With mine own tender ease, but wouM not rather 
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Prove the most rugged and laborious course. 
That might redeem my present estimation, 
Let me here perish, in all hope of goodness. 

Boh. This cannot be a personated passion. [^Aside. 

I was to blame, so to mistake thy nature ; 
Prithee, forgive me : and speak out thy business. 

Mas. Sir, it concerns you ; and though I may seem, 
At first to make a main oiTence in manners. 
And in ray gratitude unto my master ; 
Yet, for the pure love, which I bear all right, 
And hatred of the wrong, I must reveal it. 
This very hour your father is in purpose 
To disinherit you 

Bon. How ! 

Mos. And thrust you forth, 
As a mere stranger to his blood ; 'tis true, sir, 
The work no way engageth me, but, as 
I claim an interest in the general state 
Of goodness and true virtue, which 1 hear 
To abound in you : and, for which mere respect 
Without a second aim, sir, I have done it. 

Bon. This taie hath lost thee much of the late trust 
Thou hadst with me ; it is impossible ; 
I know not how to lend it any thought, 
My father should be so unnatural. 

Mos. It is a confidence that well becomes, 
Your piety ; and form'd, no doubt, it is 
From your own simple innocence : which makes 
Your wrong monstrous and abhorr'd. But, sir, 
I now will tell you more. This very minute, 
It is, or will be doing ; and, if you 
Shall be but pleased to go with me, I'll faring you, 
I dare not say where you shall see, but where 
Your ear shall be a witness of the deed ; 
Hear yourself written bastard, and professed 
The common issue of the earth. 

Bon. 1 am amazed ! 

Mos. Sir, if I do it not, draw your just sword. 
And score your vengeance on my front and face : 
Mark me your villain ; you have too much wrong, 
And I do suffer for you, sir. My heart 
Weeps blood in anguish 

Bon. Lead ; I follow thee. \Exeunt. 
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And, with the dreadful tempest of her breath, 
Did cleave my roof asunder. 
Lady P, Beheve nie, and 1 

Had the most fearful dream, covild I remember 't 

Volp. Out on my fate ! I have given her the occasion 
How to torment me : she will tell me hers. \Asid;. 

Lady P. Methought, the golden mediocrity. 

Polite and delicate 

Volp. Oh, if you do love me, 
No more ; I sweat and suffer, at the mention 
Of any dream ; feel how I tremble yet. 

Lady P. Alas, good soul ! the passion of the heart. 
Seed-pearl were good now, boiled with syrup of apples, 
Tincture of gold, and coral, citron-pills. 

Your eiicampane root, myrobalanes • 

Volp. Ah, me, I have taken a grasshopper by the wingl 

\Asi(le. 
Lady P. Burnt silk and amber : you have muscadel 

Good in the house 

Volp. You wilt not diiiik, and part? 
Lady P. No, fear not that. I doubt, we shall not get 
Some English saffron, half a dram would serve ; 
Your sixteen cloves, a little musk, dried mints, 

Bug! OSS, and barley -meal 

Kf)^. She's in aigaio ! 
Before, t feigned diseases, now I have one. [Aside. 

Lady P. And these applied with a right scarlet cloth. 
Volp. Another flood of words ! a very torrent ! \^Asidc. 

Lady P. Shall 1, sir, make you a poultice ? 
Volp. No, no no, 
I'm very well, yon need prescribe iio more. 

Lady P. I have a little studied physic ; but now, N 
I'm all for music, save, in the forenoons, ] - ^. / ,^ 

An hour or two for painting. I would have ,' ''' " ' 

A lady, indeed, to have all, letters and arts, ( 

Be able to discourse, to write, to paint, \ 

But principal, as Plato holds, your music, / 

And so does wise Pythagoras, I take it. 
Is your true rapture : when there is consent, 
In face, in voice, and ciothes : and is, indeed, 
Our sex's chiefest ornament. 

Volp. The poet 
As old in time as Plato, and as knowing, 
Says, that your highest female grace is silence. 

Lady P. Which of your poets ? Petrarch, or Tasso, or Dante ? 
Guarini ? Ariosto ? Aretine .■' 
Cieco di Hadria ? I have read them all. 

Volp. Is everything a cause to my destruction ? {Aside. 
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Lady P. I think I have two or three of them aboul mc. 

Volp. The sun, the sea, will sooner both stand still 
Than her eternal tongue 1 notliin^ can escape it. \_Aiide. 

Lady P. Here's Pastor Tido 

Volp- Profess obstinate silence ; 
That 's now my safest. [Aside. 

Lady P. All our English writers, 
I mean such as are happy in the Italian, 
' Will deign to steal out of this author, mainly : 
Almost as much as from Montagni^ : 
He has so modern and facile a vein. 
Fitting the time and catching the court-ear ! 
Your Petrarch is more passionate, yet he. 
In days of sonnetting, trusted them with much : 
Dante is hard, and few can understand him. 
But, fora (!esperate wit, there's Aretine; 
Only his pictures are a little obscene— 
You mark «ie not, 

yolp. Alas, my mind's perturbed. 

Laky P. Why, in such cases, we must cure ourselves, 
Make use of our philosophy 

Volp. Oh me ! 

Lady P. XaA as we find aur passions do rebel, 
Encounter them with reason, or divert them, 
By giving scope unto some other humour 
Of lesser danger : as, in politic bodies, 
There 's nothing more doth overwhelm the judgment 
And cloud the understanding than too much 
Settling and fixing, and, as 'twere, subsiding 
Upon one object. For the incorporating 
Of these same outward things into that part 
Which we call mental, leaves some certain fteces 
That stop the oi^ans, and, as Plato says. 
Assassinate our knowledge. 

Volp. Now, the spurit 
Of patience help me ! \_Aside. 

Lady P. Come, in fatth, I must 
Visit you more a days ; and make you well : 
Laugh and be lusty. 

Volp. My good angel, save me ! \_Aiuie. 

Lady P. There was but one sole man in ail the world 
With whom I e'er could sympathise ; and he 
Would lie you often three, four hours together 
To hear me speak ; and be sometime so wrapt 
As he would answer me quite from the purpose. 
Like you, and you are like him, just. I '11 discourse, 
An't be but only, sir, to bring you asleep, 
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Scene II.— ^ Room in Volpone's House. 
Enter Volpone- 
Volp. Iilosea stays long, methinks, — Bring forth j'Oiir sports, 
And help to make the wretched time more sweet. 

Enter NANO, ANDROGVNO, a«rfCASTRONE. 

Nan. Dwarf, fool, and eunuch, well met here we be. 
A question it were now, whether of us three, 
Being all the known delicates of a rich man, 
In pleasing him, claim the precedency can ? 

Cos. I claim for myself- 

And. And so doth the fool. 

Nan. 'Tis foolish indeed : let me set you both to school 
First for your dwarf, he 's little and witty. 
And everything, as it is little, is pretty ; 
Else why do men say to a creature of my shape. 
So soon as they see him, It's a pretty little ape? 
And why a pretty ape, but for pleasing imitation 
Of greater men's actions, in a ridiculous fashion ? 
Beside, this feat body of mine doth not crave 
Half the meat, drink, and cloth, one of your bulks will have. 
Admit your fool's face be the mother of laughter, 
Yet, for his brain, it must always conic after : 
And though that do feed him, it 's a pitiful case. 
His body is beholding to such a bad face. {Knocking ■ojithm. 

Volp, Who's there ? my couch ; away I look ! 
Nano, see. \_Exit And. and Cas. 

Give me my caps, first. — Go, enquire.— [i'r;? Nano.] — Now, 

Cupid 
Send it be Mosca, and with fair return ! 

Na7i. [M-'ii/iin.} It is the beauteuus madam 

VM. Wouldbe is it ? 

Nan. The same. 

Vo/p. Now torment on me ! Squire her in ; 
For she will entei-, or dwell here for ever ; 
Nay, quickly. — [^Retires to his couch.^ — That my fit were past ! 

I fear 
A second hell, loo, that my loathing this 
Will quite expel my appetite to the other ? 
Would she were taking now her tedious leave. 
Lord, how it threats vne what 1 am to suffer ! 

Re-enter Nano with Lad? Politick Would-be. 

Lady P. I thank you, good sir. Tray you signify 
Unto your patron, I am here. — This band 
Shews not my neck enough.^ — I trouble you, sir; 
Let me request you, bid one of my womea 
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Come hither to me.— In good faith, I am drest 
Most favourably to-day ! It is no matter : 
'Tis well enough. — 

Enter First Waiting-woman. 

Look, see, these petulant things. 
How they have done this ! 

Volp. i do feel the fever 
Entering in at mine ears. Oh, for a charm. 
To fright it hence ! \Aside. 

Lady P. Come nearer : is this curl 
In his right place, or this ? Why is this higher 
Than all the rest ? You have not washed your eyes, yet ! 
Or do they not stand even in your head ? 
Where is your fellow ? Call her. [Exit First Woman. 

Nan. Now, St Mark 
Deliver lis ! anon, she'll beat her women. 
Because her nose is red. 

Ke-siiUr First with Second Woman. 

Lady P. I pray you, view 
This tire, forsooth : are all things apt, or no ? 

First IVom. One hair a little, here, sticks out, forsooth. 

Lady P. Does 't so, forsooth ! and where was your dear sight, 
When it did so, forsooth ! What now ! bird-eyed i 
And you, too ? 'Pray you, both approach and mend it. 
Now, by that light, I muse you are not ashamed ! 
I, that have preach'd these things so oft unto you, 
Read you the principles, argued all the grounds. 
Disputed every titness, every grace, 
Call'd you to counsel of so frequent dressings— 

Nan. More carefully than of your fame or honour. [Aside. 

Lady P. Made you acquainted, what an ample dowry 
The knowledge of these things would be unto you. 
Able, alone, to get you noble husbands 
At yowt return : and you thus to neglect it ! 
Besides you seeing what a curious nation 
The Italians are, what will they say of me ? 
The English lady cannot dress her.self 
Here's a fine imputation to our country ! 
Well, go your ways, and slay in the next room. 
This fucus was too coarse too ; it 's no matter,— 
Good sir, you'll give them entertainment } 

[Exeunt Nano and Wailing- women. 

Volp. Tlie storm comes toward me. 

Lady P. [Goes to the couch^ How does my Volpone ? 

Volp. Troubled with noise, I cannot sleep ; 1 dreamt 
That a strange fury entered, now, my house, 
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How we did spend our time and loves together 

For some six years, 

Vb/p. Oh, oh, oil, oh, oil, oh! 

Laify P. For we were coEetanei, and brought up 

Volp. Some power, some fate, some fortune, rescue me ! 

Efifer MosCA. 

Mas. God save you, madam 1 

Laefy P. Good sir. 

Vol^. Mosca 1 welcome. 
Welcome to my redemption. 

Mos. Why, sir? 

Vai/. Oil, 
Rid me of this my torture, quickly, there ^ 
My madam, with the everlasting voice ; 
The bells, in time of pestilence, ne'er made 
Like noise, or were in that perpetual motion 1 
The Cock-pit comes not near it. All my house. 
But now, steamed like a bath with her thick breath, 
A lawyer could not have been heard ; nor scarce 
Another woman, such a haii of words 
She has let fall. For hell's sake, rid her hence. 

Mos. Has she presented ? 

Vcip. Oh, I do not care ; 
I'll take her absence, upon any price, 
With any loss. 

Mos. Madam 

Lady P. 1 have brought your patron, 
A toy, a cap here, of mine own work. 

3Ios. 'Tis well. 
1 had forgot to tell you, i saw your knight, 
Where you would little ihink it 

Lady P. Where ? 

Mos. Marry, 
Where yet, if you make haste, you may apprehend 
Rowing upon the water in a gondole 
With the most cunning courtezan of Venice. 

Lady P. Is'ttrue? 

Mos. Pursue them, and believe your eyes ; 
Leave me to make your gift. lErii Lady P. /tasttfy.}—! knt 

'twould take : 
For lightly, they that use themselves most licenstv 
Are still most jealous. 

Vo/p. Mosca, hearty thanks. 
For thy quick fiction, and delivery of me. 
Now to my hopes, what sayest thou ? 
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Re-enicr Ladv P. WoULD-BE. 

Lady P. But do you hear, siv? 

Volp, Again I I fear a paroxysm. 

Lady P. Which way 
Rowed they together ? 

Mas. Toward the Rialto. 

Lady P. I pray you lend me your dwarf. 

JIJos. I pray you lake him. — [En'i LADY P. 

Your hopes, sir, are like happy blossoms, fair, 
And promise timely fruit, if you will stay 
But the maturing ; keep you at your couch, 
Corbaccio will arrive straight with the Will ; 
When he is gone I'll tell you more. {E:ci(. 

Votp. My blood, 
My spirits are returned ; i am alive : 
And like your wanton gamester at primero, 
Whose thought had whispered to hmi, not go less, 

Methinks I lie and draw for an encounter. 

\T}u scene closes upon VOLPONF. 

Scene Wl—Tke Passage hading to Volpone's Chamber. 

Enter MoscA and Bonario. 
Mas. Sir, here concealed [skews him a closet^ you may hear 
all. But, pray you. 
Have patience, sir \_knocking ■within']— X.he same 's your father 

knocks : 
J am compelled to leave you. {Exit. 

Bon. Do so,~Yet 
Cannot my thought imagine this a truth. [Goes inlo the closet. 

SCENK X^.— Another Part of ttie saws. 
Enter MoscA and CORviNO, C-ru a following. 

Mos. Death on me! your are come too soon, what meant you? 
Did not I say 1 would send ? 

Con/. Yes, but I feared 
You might foi^et it, and then they prevent us. 

Mos. Prevent ! Did e'er man haste so to his shame ? 
A courtier would not ply it so for a place. [Aside, 

Well, now there is no helping it, stay here ; 
Pll presently return. [Exit. 

Corv, Where are you, Celia? — 

You know not wherefore 1 have brought you hither f 

Cet. Not well, except you told me. 

Corv. Now ! will : 
Hark bither. {Exeunt, 
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SCENE^V.— j4 Closel opening into a Gallery. 
Enter MOSCA and BONARIO. 

Mos. Sir, your father hath sent word, 
It will be half-an-hour ere he come ; 
And therefore, if you please to walk the while 
Into that gallery — at the upper end. 
There are some books lo entertain the time : 
And I'll take care no man shall come unto you, sir, 

Bon. Yes, I will stay there.—! do doubt this fellow. 

{Aside and exit. 

Mos. [Looking after kim^ There, he is far enough, he can 
hear nothing : 
And, for his father, I can keep him off. \_Exit. 

Scene V.|Volpone's Ortwfer,— Volpone on his Couch. 
MosCA sitting by him. 

Enter Qq-KSY^O, forcing in Celia. 

Corv. Nay, now, there is no starting back, and therefore, 
Resolve upon it ; i have so decreed, 
't must be done. Nor would I move it afore. 
Because I would avoid all shifts and tricks, 
That might deny me. 

Cel. Sir, let me beseech j'ou. 
Affect not these strange trials ; if you doubt 
My chastity, why, lock me up for ever ; 
Make me the heir of darkness. Let me live 
Where I may please your fears, if not your trust. 

Corv. Believe it, I have no such humour, I, 
All that I speak I mean ; yet \ 'm not mad ; 
Nor horn-mad, see you ? Go to show yourself 
Obedient and a wife. 

Cel. O heaven 1 

Corv. I say it, 
Do so. • 

Cel. Was this the train ? 

Corv. I 've told you reasons ; 
What the physicians have set down ; how much 
It may concern me ; what my engagements are ; 
My means ; and the necessity of those means. 
For my recovery ; wherefore, if you be 
Loyal, and mine, be won, respect my venture. 

Cel. Before your honour.' 

Cor-,K Honour ! tut, a breath : ^ 

There's no such thing in nature : a mere term^ 
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Invented to awe fooiy What is my gold 

The worse for touching, clothes for being looked on ? 

Why this is jio more. An old decrepit wretch, 

That has no sense, no sinew ; takes his meat 

With othei's' fingers ; only knows to gape 

When you do scald his gums ; a voice, a shadow j 

And what can this man hurt you ? 

Cel. Lord ! what spirit 
Is this hath entered him ? \_Aside. 

Corv. And for your fame, 
That's such a jig ; as if I would go tell it, 
Cry it on the Piazza ! who sliall know it, 
But he that cannot speak it, and this fellow, 
Whose lips are in my pocket ? Save yourself 
{If you'll proclaim it you may,) I know no other 
Shall come to know it. 

C?/. Are heaven and saints then nothing ? , 

Wil! they be blind oj- stupid ? 

Com. Hnw ! 

Cel. Good sir, 
Ee je.ilous stiil, emulate them ; and think 
What hate they bum with toward every sin. 

Corv. I grant you : if I thought it were a sin, 
I would not urge you. Should I offer this 
To some young Frenchman, or hot Tuscan blood 
Tiiat had read Aretine, conned all his prints, 
Knew every quirk within lust's labyrinth, 
And were professed critic in lechery ; 
And i would look upon him, and applaud him. 
This were a sin ; but here, 'tis contrary, 
A pious work, mereclianty for physic. 
And honest policy, to assure mine own. 

Cel, O heaven 1 canst thou suffer such a change ? 

Volp. Thou art mine honour, Mosca, and my pride, 
My joy, my tickling, my delight ! Go, bring them. 

Mas. {Advancing.'] Please, you draw near, sir. 

Cotv. Come on, what 

You will not be rebellious ? By that light 

Mos. Sir, 
Signor Corvino, here, is come to see you, 

Voip. Oh 1 

Mas. And hearing of the consultation had, 
So lately, for your health, is come to offer. 
Or rather, sir, to prostitute 

Corv. Thanks, sweet Mosca. 

Mos. Freely, unasked or unintreated 

Cotv. Well. 

Mos. As tbs due fervent instance of his love— 
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His own most fair and proper wife; the beauty 
Only of price in Venice 

Corv. 'Tis weli ui^ed. 

Mos. To be your comfortress, and to preserve you. 

Volp. Alas, I am past already ! Pray yoii, thank him / 
For his good care and promptness ; but for that, ' 

'Tis a vain labour c'cn to fight 'gainst heaven ; / 

Applying fire to stone— uh, iih, uti, uh ! \coughing?\ 
Making a dead leaf grow again. I take 
His wishes gently, though ; and you may tell him 
What I have done for him : marry, my state is hopeless. 
Will.him to pray for me ; and to use his fortune 
With reverence when he comes to it. 

Mos. Do you hear, sir? 
Go to him with your wife. 

Corv. Heart of my father ! 
Wilt thou persist thus ? Come, I pray thee, come. 
Thou seest 'tis nothing, Celia, By this hand, 
1 shall grow violent. Come, do 't, I say. v 

.Cel. Sir, kill me, rather. I will take down poison. 
Eat burning coals, do anything \ 

Corv. Be damned ! 
Heart, I will drag thee hence, home, by the hair ; ) 
Cry thee a strumpet through the streets ; rip up j 

Thy mouth unto thine ears ; and slit thy nose 
Like a raw rochet! — Do not tempt me ; come, 
Yield, I am loth — Death ! I will buy some slave 1 
Whom I will kill, and bind thee to him alive ; I 

And at my window hang you forth, devising \ 

Some monstrous crime, which I, in capital letters, \ 
Will eat into thy flesh with aquafortis, I 

And burning corrosives, on this stubborn breast, \ 

Now, by the blood thou hast incensed, I '11 do it ! \ 

Cel. Sir, what you please, you may, I am your martyi. 

Cor. Be not thus obstinate, 1 have not deserved it ; 
Think who it is entreats you. Pr'thee, sweet ; — 
Good faith, thou shalt have jewels, gowns, attires, 
What thou wilt think, and ask. Do but go kiss him. 
Or touch him, but. For my sake. At my suit. 
This once. No ! not ! I shall remember this. 
Will you digrace me thus ? Do you thirst my undoing ? 

Mos. Nay, gentle lady, be advised. 

She has wntclied her time. Ods, precious, this is 

'Tis very scurvy ; and you are — 
Mos. Nay, good sir. 
Corv. An arrant locust, by hea\'en, a locust I 
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Slave, crocodile, that hast thy tears prepared, 
Expecling liow thou 'It bid them flow 

Mos. Nay, 'pray you, sir 1 
She will consider. 

Cel. Would my life would serve 
To satisfy— 

Corv. Sdeath ! U she would but speak to hivn. 
And save my reputation, it were somewhat; 
But spitefully to affect iiiy titter ruin ! 

Mos. Ay, now you have put )'our fortune iii her hands. 
Why i' faith, it is her modesty, I must quit her. 
If you were absent, she would be more ctHiiing; 
I know it : and dare undertake for her. 
What woman can, before her husband ? 'pray you, 
Let us depart, and leave her here. 

Coiv. .Sweet Celia, 
Thou may'st redeem all, yet ; I '11 say no more : 
if not, esteem yourself as lost. Nay, stay there. 

[Shuts (he door, andexitwith MOSCA. 

Cel. Oh, God, and his good angels !. Whither, whither, 
Is sharae fled human breasts ! That with such ease. 
Men dare put off your honours and their own 'i 
Is, that, which ever was a cause of life. 
Now placed beneath the basest circumstance, 
And modesty an exile made, for money ? 

Volp. Ay, in Corvino, and such earth. fed minds, 

{Leaping from his couch. 
That never tasted the true heaven of love. 
Assure thee, Celia, he that would sell thee, 
Only for hope of gain, and that uncertain, 
He would have sold hispart_of Paradise 
For^eady-money, hadhemet a cope-man. 
Why arfTBBiTafiiazed to see me thus revived ? 
Rather applaud thy heautj-'s miracle ; 
■Tis thy great work : that hath, not now, alone, 
But sundry times raised me, in several shapes, 
And, but this morning, like a mountebank, ■ 
To see thee at thy window ; ay, before 
I would have left my practice for thy love. 
In varying figures, \ would have contended 
With the blue Proteus, or the homed flood. 
Now art thou welcome. 
Cel. Sir I 

Volp. Nay, fly me not. 
Nor let thy false imagination 
That I was bed-rid, make thee think I am so : 
Thou slialt not find it. 1 am, i\ow, as fresh. 
As hot, as high, and in as jovial plight, , . 
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As when, in that so celebrated scene, 

At recitation of our comedy, 

For entertainment of the great Valois, 

I acted young Antinous; and attracted 

The eyes and ears of all the ladies present, 

To admire each graceful gesture, note, and footing. 



Hr, at length, out good will sever ; 
Spend not ihen liis gifta in vain ; 
Suns that set mnv rise ^ain ; 
But if once we lose tliis liglit, 
"Tis with us perpetual nighL 
Why should \re defer our joys ? 
Fame and niraour are but toys. 
Cannot we delude the eyes 
Of a few poor hoLisehotd spies 
Or his easier ears boguile, 
Thus remov^ by our wile ?— 
'Tis no sin love's fruits to steal ; 
Bui the siveet ihefls to reveal ; 
To be taken, to be seen, 
These have crimes accounted been, 

Cel. Some serene blast me, or dire lightning strike 
This my offending face ! 

Volp. Why droops my Celia ? 
Thou hast, in place of a base husband, found 
A worthy lover ; use thy fortune well, 
With secresy and pleasure. See, behold, 
What thou art queen of; not in expectation, 
As I feed others ; but possessed and crown'd. 
See, here, a rope of pearl ; and each more orient 
Than that the brave Egyptian queen caroused ; 
Dissolve and drink them. See, a carbuncle, 
May put out both the eyes of our St. Mark ; 
A diamond would have bought Lollia Paulina, 
When she came in, like star-light, hid vi'ith jewels 
That were the spoils of provinces ; take these. 
And wear, and lose them : yet remains an ear-ring 
To purchase them again and this whole state. 
A gem but worth a private patrimony 
Is nothing : we will eat such at a meal. 
The heads of parrots, tongues of nightingales, 
The brains of peacocks and of ostriches. 
Shall be our food ; and could we get the pho;ni!{, 
Though nature lost her kind, she were our dish. 

Cil. Good sir, these things might move a mind affected 
With such delights ; but I, whose innocence 
is all I can think wealthy or worth th' enjoying, 
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And whicli, once lost, 1 h.ive nought to lose beyond it, 
Cannot be taken ivitli these sensual baits i 

If you have conscience 

Volp. 'Tis the beggar's virtue ; 
If ihou hast wisdom, hear me, Celia. 
Thy baths shall be the juice of July-flowers, 
Spirit of roses and of violets. 
The milk of unicorns, and panthers' breath 
Gather'd in bags and mixt with Cretan wines. 
Our drink shall be prepared gold and amber ; 
Which we will take until my roof whirl round 
With the vertigo ; and my dwarf shall dance, 
My eunuch sing, my fool make up the antic, 
Whilst we, in changiid shapes, act Ovid's tales ; 
Thou like Europa now, and I like Jove^ 
Tl;en I like Mars, and thou like Erycine : 
So of the rest, till we have quite run through 
And wearied all the fables of the gods. 
Then will I have thee in more modern forms, 
Attired like some sprightly dame of France, 
Brave Tuscan lady, or proud Spanish beauty ; 
Sometimes unto the Persian soph/s wife, 
Or the grand signior's mistress ; and, for change, 
To one of our most artful courtezans. 
Or some quick negro, or cold Russian ; 
And I « ill meet the* in as many shapes 
Where we may so transfuse our wandering souls 
Out at our lips, and score up sums of pleasures^ [Sings. 

That the curious shall not know 

How to tell them as they flow : 

And Ihe envious, when theyfiiid 

What their number is, be pined. 
Cel. If you liave ears that will be pierced- or eyes 
That can be opened— a heart that may be touched — 
Or any part that yet sounds man about you— 
If you have touch of holy saints, or heaven- 
Do me tlie grace to let me 'scape ; if not. 
Be bountiful, and kill me, Vou do know J 

1 am a creature hither ill-betrayed 
By one whose shame 1 would forget it were. 
If you will deign me neither of these graese, 
Yet feed your wrath, sir, rather than your lust 
{It is a vice conies nearer manliness). 
And punish that unhappy crime of Nature. 
Which you miscall my beauty ; flay my face, 
Or poison it with ointments, for seducing 
Your blood to this rebellion. Rub these hands 
With what may cause an eat^g leprosy 
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E'en tc my bones and marrow ; anything 
That may disfavour me, save in my honour ; 
And I will kneel to you, pray for you, pay down 
A thousand hourly vows, sir, for youv health ; 
Kcport and tliink you virtuous 

Volp. Think me cold. 
Frozen, and impotent, and so report me ; 
That I had Nestor's hernia thou wouldst think. 
1 do degenerate and abuse ray nation 
To play with opportunity thus long; 
I should have done the act, and then have parleyed. 
Yield, or I '11 force thee. {Seises her. 

Cel. Oh ! just God I 

Volp. In vain- — - 
/ Bon. {RusMng i«.] Forbear, foul ravisher, I ttiidiwou s swine ! 
' .Free the forced lady, or thou diest, impostor. 
But that I 'm loth to snatch thy punishment 
' Out of the hand, of justice, ihou shouldst yet 
Be made the timely .sacrifice of vengeance 

Before this altar and this dross, thy idol. ■ 

Lady, let's quit the place ; it is the den 
Of villainy ; fear nought, you have a guard ; 
And he, ere long, shdi meet his just reward. 

\Exeunt Bon. and Cel. 

Voip. Fall on me, voof, and bury me in ruin ! 
Become my grave that wert my shelter ! Oh ! 
I am unmasC'd, unspirited, undone, 
Betrayed to beggary, to infamy 

Enter MoscA, wounded and bleeding. 

Mos. Where shall I run, most wretched shame of men, 
To beat out my unlucky brains ? 

Volp. Here, here. 
What ! dost thou bleed ? 

Mos. Oh I that his well-driv'n sword 
Had been so courteous to have cleft me down 
Unto the navel ere I lived to see 
My life, «%■ hopes, my spirits, my patron, all 
Thus desperately engaged by my error I 

Volp. Woe on thy fortune ! 

Mos. And my follies, sir. 

Volp. Thou hast made me miserable. 

Mos. And myself, sir. 
Who would have thought he would have hearkened so ? 

Volp. What shall we do ? 

Mos. I know not ; if my heart 
Could expiate the mischance, I 'd pluck it out. 
Will you be pleased to hang me, «r cut my throat? 
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And I '\\ requite you, sir. Let's die like Romans, 

Since we have lived like Grecians. \Knecking within. 

Voip. Hark! Who's there? 
I hear some footing ; officers, the saffi, 
Come to apprehend us ! I do feel the brand 
Hissing already at my forehead ; now, 
Mine ears are boiing. 

Mos. To your couch, sir, you, 
Make that place good, however. [VoLPONE lies down as he/ore.'] 

Suspect what they deserve still. 

Enter CORBACCIO. 
Signor Corbaccxo ! 

Corb. Why, how now, Mosca ? 

Mos. Oh, undone, amazed, sir. 
Your son, 1 know not by ivhat accident. 
Acquainted with your purpose to my patron, 
Touching your will, and making him your heir. 
Entered our house with violence, his sword drawn, 
Sought for you, called you wretch, unnatural. 
Vowed he would kill you. 

Corb. Me ? 

Afos. Yes, and my patron. 

Cor6. This act shall disinherit him, indeed : 
Here is the will. 

Mos. 'Tis well, sir. 

Corb. Ri^'ht and well ; 
Be yoii as careful now for me. 

Enter Voltore, behind. 

Mos. My life, sir. 
Is not more tendered ; I am only yours. 

Corb. How does he ? Will he die shortly, thinkest thou ! 

Mos. I fear 
He 'U outlast May. 

Corb. To-day ? 

Mos. No, last out May, sir, 

Corb. Couldst thou not give him a dram ? 

Mos. Oh, by no means, sir. 

Corb. Nay, 1 '11 not bid you. 

Voll. {Coming forward\^ This is a knave, I see. 

Mos. [Seeing VolTOReT] How ! Signor Voltore 1 Did he 
hear me? [Aside. 

Volt. Parasite! 

Mos. Who 's that ? Oh, sir, most timely welcome 

Volt. Scarce, 
To the discovery of your tricks, I fear. 
Your are his, only f and mine also, are you not .' 



=,Google 



SCENE v.] VOLPONE; OR, THE FOX. 

Mos. Who? l.slr? 

Volt. You, sir. What device is this 
About a will? 
/"Mos. A plot for you. sir, 

Volt. Come, 
Put not your foists upon me ; I shall scent them. 

Mos. Did you rot hear it ? 

Volt. Yes, I hear Corbaccio 
Hath made your patron there his heir. 

Mos. 'Tis true, 
By my device, drawn to it by my plot. 
With hope — ^ , 

Volt. Your pa^on should reciprocate ? 
And you have^wmised ? 

7l-/fj.".£ar.y.eurggo,^, I did,.sir, , L-^ 

Nay, move, I tol3 his son, brought, hid him here. 
Where he might hear his father pass the deed ; 
Being persuaded to it by this thought,^sir. 
That the unnaturalness, first, of the act, 
And then his father's oft disclaiming on him 
(Which 1 did mean t' help on,) would sure enrage him 
To do some violence upon his parent, .^ 

On which (he law should take sufficient hold, 
And you be stated in a double hope; 
Truth be my comfort and my conscience. 
My only aim was to dig you a fortune 
Out of these two old rotten sepulchres — 

Volt. I cry thee mercy, Mosca. 

Mos. Worth your patience 
And your great merit, sir. And see the change t 

Volt. Why, what success ? 

Mos. Most hapless ! you must help, sir. 
Whilst we expected the old raven, in comes 
Corvino's wife, sent hitlier by her husband — 

Volt. What, with a present ? 

Mos. No, sir, on visitation ; 
(I 'II tell you how anon ;) and staying long, 
, The youth he grows impatient, rushes forth, 
/ Seizeth the lady, wounds me, makes her swear 
! (Or he would murder her, that was his vow) 
To affirm my patron, to have done her rape ; 
'Which how unlike it is, you see ! and hence. 
With that pretext, he 's gone to accuse his father, 

Defame my patron, defeat you 

Volt. Where is her husband? 
Let him be sent for, straight. 

Mos. Sir, \ '11 go fetch him. 
Volt. Bring him to the Scrutin^o, 
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Mos. Sir, I will. 

Volt. This muscbe stopped. 

Mos. Oh, you do nobly, sir. 
Alas, 'twas laboured all, sir, for your good ; 
Nor was there want of counsel in the plot : 
But fortune can, at any time, o 'erthrow 
The projects of a hundred learned clerks, sir. 

Cord. \^Listemng.~] What 's that ? 

VoU. Will 't please you, sir, to go along ? 

[Ex-it Qo^^P.CCio, followed by VOLTORE. 

Mos. Patron, go in, and pray for our success. 

Voip. {Rising from his couck^ Need makes devotion? heaven 
your labour bless ! \Exeunt. 



Scene l.—A Street. 
Enter Sir Politick Would-be and Peregrine, 

Sir P. I told you, sir, it was a plot ; you see 
What observation is I You mentioned me 
For some instructions : I wiil tell you, sir, 
(Since we are met here in this heiglit of Venice,) 
Some few particulars I have set down. 
Only for this meridian, fit to be known 
Of your crude traveller ; and they are these. 
1 will not touch, sir, at your phrase, or clothes, 
For ihey are old. 

Per. Sir, I have better. 

Sir P. Pardon, 
I meant, as they are themes. 

Per. Oh, sir, proceed ; 
1 '11 slander you no more of wit, good sir. 

Sir F. First, for your garb, it must be grave and sefious, 
Veiy reserved, and locked ; not tell a secret 
On any terms, not lo yout father ; scarce 
A fable, but with caution : make sure choice 
J'oth of your company and discourse ; beware 
Vou never spesk a truth 

Per How! 

Sir P. Not to strangers, 
For those be they you must converse with most ; 
Others I would not know, sir, but at distance, 
So as I still might be a saver m them ; 
You shall have tricks else passed upon you hourly. 
And then, for your religion, profess none. 



=,Google 



^ SCENE I.J VOLFONE; OR, THE i-O.v. 

But wonder at the diversity of all : 
J And for your part, protest were there no other 

ViWi simply the laws o' tli' land, you could content yoi 

* Nic. Machiavel, and Monsieur Bodin, both 

.. Were of liis miud. Then must you learn the use 
And handling of your silver fork at meals, 
The metal of your glass ; (these are main matters 

• With your Italian ;) and to know tlic hour 
When you must eat your melons and your figs. 

Per. Is that a point of state too? 
■* Sir P. Here it is : 

For your Venetian, if he see a man 
Preposterous in the least, lie has him straight ; 
"* He has ; he strips him. \ '11 acquaint you, sir, 

I now have lived here, 'tis some fourteen months. 
^ Within the first week of my landing here, 
All took me for a citizen of Venice, 

I knew the forms so w ell ■ 

Ar.""A nd no Viiinf T ^\^. 

Sir F. "Thad read Contarene, took me a house. 
Dealt with my Jews to furnish it with moveables — 



Per. What, what, sir? 

Sir P. Make him rich ; make him a fortune : 
He should not think again. I would command it. 

Per. As how ? 

Sir P. With cei-tain projects that I have ; 
Which I may not discover. 

Per. If I had 
But one to wager witli, I would lay odds now, 
He tells mc instantly. 

Sir P. One is, and that 
I care not greatly who knows, to sei*ve the state 
Of Venice with red herrings for three years, 
And at a certain rate, from Rotterdam, 
Where I have correspondence. There 's a letter, 
Sent me from one o' the states, and to that purpose ; 
He cannot write his name, but that 's his mark. 

Per. He is a chandler? 

Sit P. No, a cheesemonger. 
There are some others, too, with whom 1 treat 
About the same negocialion ; 
ATid I will undeitake it ; for, 'tis thus. 
1 'li do 't with ease, ! have cast it all ; Your hoy 
Carries but three men in her, and a boy ; 
And she shall make me three returns a year : 
So, if there come but one of three, I save ; 
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If two, I can default : but this is now, 
If my main projectfail. 

Per. Then you have others ? 

Sir P. 1 should be loth to draw the subtle air 
Of such a place, without my thousand aims. 
I '11 not dissemble, sir ; where 'er I come, 
I love to be considerative ; and ''tis true, 
I have at my free hours thought upon 
Some certain goods unto the state of Venice, 
Which I do call my Cautions ; and, sir, which 
I mean, in hope of pension, 10 propound 
To the Great Council, then unto the Forty, 
So to the Ten. My means are made alrrady— 

Per. By whom ? 

Sir P. Sir, one that, though his place be obscur^ 
Yet, he can sway, and they will hear him. He 's 
A commandador. 

Per. What! A common sergeant? 

Sir P. Sir, such as they are put it in their mouths 
What they should say, sometimes ; as well as greater : 
I think I have my notes to show you. {^Seaninng his pockets. 

Per. Good sir. 

Sir P. But you shall swear unto me, on your gentry, 
Not to anticipate. 

Per. L sir ! 

Sir P. Nor reveal 
A circumstance— — My paper is not with me. 

Per. Oh, but you can remember, sir. 

Sir P. My first is 
Concerning UwteuiioaES. You must know, 
No femily is here without its box. 
Now, sir, it being so portable a thing. 
Put case, that you or I were ill-affected - 
Unto the state, sir ; with it in our pockets, - 
Might not I go into the Arsenal, 
Or you, come out again, and none the wiser? 

Per. tjtcept yourself, sir. 

Sir P. Go to; then. ! therefore 
Advertise to the state, how fit it were. 
That none but such as were known patriots, 
Sound lovers of their country, should be suffered 
To enjoy ihem in their houses ; and even those 
Sealed at some office, and at such a bigness 
As might not lurk in pockets. 

Per. Admirable! 

Sir P. My next is, how to enquire, and be resolved. 
By present demonstration, whether a sbip. 
Newly arrived from Soria, or from 
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Any suspected part of all (he Levant, 

Be guilty of t he plag ue ; and where they use 

To lie out ioTty, titty days, sometiriies. 

About the Lazaretto, for their trial ; 

J '11 save that charge and loss unto the merchant. 

And in an hour clear the doubt. 

Per. Indeed, sir I 

Sir P. Or 1 will lose my labour. 

Per. 'My faith, that 's much. 

Sir P. Nay, sir conceive me. It will cost me in onions. 
Some thirty Iivres 

Per. Which is one pound sterling. 

Sir P. Beside my water-works ; for this I do, sir. 
First, I bring in your ship 'twixt two brick walls ; 
But those the state shall venture : On the one 
I strain me a fair tarpaulin, and in that 
I stick my onions; cut in halves : the other 
Is full of loop holes, out at which I thrust 
The noses of my belloivs ; and ihose bellows 
I keep, with water-works, in perpetual motion, 
Which is the easiest matter of a hundred. 
No, sir, your onion, which doth naturally 
Attract the infection, and your bellows blowing 
The air upon him, will show, instantly, 
By this changed colour, if there be contagion } 
Or else remain as fair as at the first. 
— Now it is known, 't is nothing. 

Per. You are right, sir. 

.Sir P. I would I had my note. 

Per. Faith, so would 1 : 
But you have done well for once, sir. 

Sir P. Were I faise, 
Or would be made so, I could show you reasons 
How I could sell this state now to the Turk, 
Spile of their gallies, or their — — {^Examining kis papers. 

Per. Pray you, .Sir Pol. 

Sir P. I have them not about me. 

Per. That I feared 1 
They are there, sir. 

Sir P. No, this is my diary. 
Wherein I note my actions of the day. 

Per. Pray you, let 's see, sir. What is here ? {_Reads. 

Notandum, 
A rat hadgnaivn my spur-leathers; notwithstanding, 
I put on new, anu did go forth; buifirst 
I tkreto three beans over the thresh yld. Item. 
I went and bought two toothpicks, whereof o?te 
f burst immediately, in a discourse 
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With a Dutch merchajif, 'iout religion del slaio. 
From him I -went anil paid a moccinigo 
For piecing my silk stockings : by the -way 
I cheapened sprats ; and at St. Marks I urimd. 
'Faith, these are politic notes ! 

Sir P. Sir, I do slip 
. No action of my life, but tlius I quote it. 

Per. Believe me, it is wise I 

Sir P. Nay, sir, read forth. 



Lady P. Where should this loose knight be, trow ? sure, hs 's 
housed. 

Nan. Why, then he 's fast. 

Lculy P. Ay, he plays both with me. 
I pray you slay. This heat will do more harm 
To my complexion, thin his heart is woith, 
(I do not care to hinder, but to take him.) 
How it comes otT ! \_Rubbing her cheeks. 

1st Wnm. My master 's yonder. 

Lady P, Where ? 

2nd Worn. With a young gentleman. 

Ijidy P. That same's the party ; 
In man's apparel ! 'Pray you, sir, jog my knight ; 
I wil! be tender to his reputation, 
However he demerit. 

Sir P. {Seeing her:\ My lady ! 

Per. Where? 

Sir P. 'Tis she indeed, sir ; you shall know her, She is, 
Were she not mine, a lady of that merit. 
For fashion and behaviour ; and foi' beauty 
I durst compare 

Per. It seems you are not jealous, 
That dare commend her. 

Sir P. Nay, and for discourse 

Per. Being your wife, she cannot miss that. 

Sir P. [inlrodiieing Per.] Madam, 
Here is a gentleman, pray you, use him fairly ; 
He seems a youth, but he is 

Lady P. None. 

Sir P. Yes, one 
Has put his face as soon into the world 

I^dy P. You mean, as early? but to-day? 

Sir P. How 's this ! 

Lady P. Why, in this habit, sir, you apprehend me • ■ 
Well, Master Would-be, this doth not become you ; 
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I had thought the odour, sit-, of your good name 
Had been more precious to you ; that you would not 
Have done this dire massacre on your honour ; 
One of your gravity and rank besides ) 
But knights, I see, care little for the oath 
They make to ladies ; chiefly their own ladies. 

Sir- P. Now, by my spurs, the symbol of my knighthood.- ■ 

Per. Lord, how his brain is humbled for an oath ! [Aside. 

Sir P. I reach you not. 

Lady P. Right, sir, your policy 
May bear it through thus.— Sir, a word with you. [To PER. 

I would be loth to contest publicly 
With any gentlewoman, or to seem 
Froward or violent, as the couitier says ; 
It comes too near rusticity in a lady, 
Which I would shun by all means : and hon'ever 
I may deserve from master Would-be, yet 
To have one fair gentlewoman thus be made 
The unkind instrument to wrong another, 
And one she knows not, ay, and to persevere ; 
In my poor judgment, is not ivarraiited 
From being a solecism in our sex, 

Per. How is this ! 

Sir P. Sweet madam. 
Come nearer to your aim. 

Lady P, Marry and will, sir, 
Since you provoke me with your impudence. 
And laughter of your light land-syren here. 
Your Sporus, your hermaphrodite 

Per. What's here ? 
Poetic fury, and historic storms ! 

Sir P. The gentleman, believe it, is of worth, " 

And of our nation. 

I^dy P. Ay, your While-friars nation. 
Come, I blush for you, master Would-be, I ; 
And am ashamed you should have no more forehead, 
Than thus to be the patron, or St, George, 
To a female devil, in a male ouiside. 

Sir P. Nay. 
And you be such an one, I must bid adieu 
To your delights. The case appears too liquid. \_Exit. 

Lady P. Hy, you may carry it clear with your state-face !— 
But for your carnival concupiscence. 
Who here is fled for liberty of conscience. 
From furious persecution of the marshal, 
Her will I disc'ple. 

Per. This is fine, i' faith \ 
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% ' 

"2 ' And do you use this often ? Is this part 

'|i' ' Of your wit's exercise, 'gainst you have occasion ? 

r^ Madam 

Lady P. Go to, sir. 
Pet. Do you hear me, lady ! 
X Why, if j^our knight have set you to beg shirts, 

' Or to invite me home, you might have done it 

A nearer way, by tar. 
^ Lady P. This cannot work you 

i Out of my snare. 

t Per. Why, am I in it, then ? 

^ ■-, Indeed your husband told me you were fair. 

, And so you are ; only your nose inclines 
^ That side that 's next the sun, to the queen-apple. 
Lady P. This cannot be endured by any patience. 

B Enter MoscA. 

it Mas. What is the matter, madam ? 

i| Lady P. If the senate 

, ' Right not my quest in (his, I will protest them 

To all the world, no aristocracy. 
Mos. What is the injury, lad.y ? 
Lady P. Why.thecallet 
You told me of, here I have ta'en disguised. 
4 Mos. Who ? this ! what means your ladyship ? ihe creature 

* I mentioned to you is apprehiinded now, 

W Before the senate; you shall see her 

-i| Lady P. Where ? 

, Mos. I 'II bring you to her. This young gentleman, 

■y I saw him land this morning at the pore, 

i Lady P. Is 't possible! how has my judgment wandered.'' 

> Sir, I must, blushing, say to you, 1 have erred ; 

t And plead your pardon. 

Per. What, more changes yet ! 
■' Lady P. I hope you have not the malice to remember 

A gentlewoman's passion. If you stay 

In Venice here, please you to use me, sir 

Mos. Will you go, madam ? 
Lady P. 'Pray you, sir, use me; in faith, 
The more you see me, the more I shall conceive 
You have foi^ot our ({\ia.TTe\.— [Exeunt Lady WOULD-be, Mosca, 
Nano, and Waiting- women.] 
Per. This is rare ! 
Sir Politick Would-be ? no ; sir Politick Gull, ■ 
1; To bring me thus acquainted with his wife ! 

', Well, wise sir Pol, since you have practised thus 

.: Upon my freshman- ship, I '11 try your salt-head, 

What proof it is against a counter-plot. ILxit. 
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Scene. II. — The ScntHiuo or Senate- House. 
Enter Voltore, Corbaccio, Corvino, and Mosca. 

Volt. Well, now yoti know the carriage of the business, 
Your constancy is all that is required 
Unto the safety of it. 

Mos. Is the lie 
Safely conveyed amongst us ? is that sure ? 
Knows every man his burden ? 

Corv. Yes. X 

Mos Then shrink not. 

Corni. But knows the advocate the truth? 

Mos. Oh, sir. 
By no means ; I devised a formal tale, 
That salved your reputation. But be valiant, sir. 

Corv. 1 fear no one but him, that this his pleading 
Should inake him stand for a co-heir 

Mos. Co-halter ! 
Hang him ; we will but use his tongue, his noise. 
As we do croakers here. 

Corv. Ay. what shall he do !" 

Mos. When we have done, you mean ? 

Corv. Yes. 

Mos. Why, we'll think: 
Sell him for mummia ; he's half dust alreadv. 
Do you not smile— [/f VoltoRe]— to see this buffalo. 
How he doth sport it with his head.'— I should, 
If all were well and past.— [^j/afe.] — Sir— [ro CORBOCCIO}— 

only you 
Are he that shall enjoy the crop of all, 
And these not know for whom they toil. 

Corb. Ay, peace, 

Mos. {Turning to Corvino.— But you shall eat it. Much !— 
[.f4«yir. J— Worshipful sir, [/p Voltore.] 
Mercury sit upon your thundering tongue, 
Or the French Hercules, and make your language 
As conquering as his club, to beat along. 
As with a tempest, flat, our adversaries ; 
But much more yours, sir. 

Volt. Here they come, have done. 

Mos. I have another witness, if you need, sir, 
1 can produce. 

Volt. Who is it f 

Mos. Sir, I have her. 
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\. ^' y-' 

)\a/ /^ /Enter Avocatori and take their seats, BONARio, CELtA, Notarld, 
■y .^ i"^ C Cammandadon, SafR, and Mer OidccTS o/jiisttce. 

i,y ^ ^^ isl Avoc. The like of this the senate never heard of, 
I J^ 0' ^'id Avoc. 'Twill come most strange to tliem when wc report it. 
( ^ ^ 41A. The gentlewoman has been ever held 

"r \ ■ '' Of uiireprovM name. 

iy %riiAvoc. So has the youth. 

^ '- 4/5 Avoc. The more unnatural part that of his father. 

2nd Avoc. More of the husband. 
1st Avoc. I not know to give 
His act a name, it is so jnonstrous 1 

4,tk Avoc. But the impostor, he's a thing created 
To exceed example ! 

ist Avoc. And all after-times 1 
2nd Avoc. I never heard a true voluptuary 
Described, but him. 

yd Avoc. Appear yet those were ciled? .;'. 

Not. All but the old magnifico, Volpone. 
1st. Why is not he here ? 

. Mos. PJease your fatherhoods, 

Here is his advocate ; himself's so weak, 

So feeble 

UtA'Avoc. What are you ? 
Boa. His parasite, 
His knave, his pandar : I beseech the court, 
He may be forced to come, that your grave eyes 
May bear strong witness of his strange impostures. 

Vott. Upon my faith and credit with your virtues, 
He is not able to endure the air. 
2?id Avoc. Bring him, however. 
yd Avoc. We will see him. 
4M Avoc. Fetch him. 
Volt. Your fatherhoods' lit pleasures be obeyed ; 

[Exeunt OfRcerB', 
But sure, the sight will rather move your pities. 
Than indignation. May it please the court, 
In the meantime, he may be heard in me : 
I know this place moat void of prejudice, 
And therefore crave it, since we have no reason 
To fear our truth should hull our cause. 
yd. Speak free. 

Volt. Then know, most honoured fathers, I must now 
Discover to your strangely abused ears, 
The most prodigious and most frontless piece 
Of solid impudence and treachery. 
That ever vicious nature yet brought forth 
To shame the State of Venice. This lewd woman, 
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That wants no official look or tears 
To help the vizor she has now put on. 
Hath long been known a close adulteress 
To that lascivious youth there ; not suspected, 
I say, but known and taken in the act 
With him ; and by this man, the easy husband, 
Pardoned; whose timeless bounty makes him now 
Stand here the most unhappy, innocent person. 
That ever man's own goodness made accused. 
-"F^tliese not knowing how to owe a gift 
Of that dear grace, but with their shame ; being placed 
So above all powers of their gratitude, 
Began to hate the benefit ; and, in place 
Of thatJM, devise to extitpe the memory 
Of such an act : wherein I pray your fatherhoods 
To observe the maUce, yea, the rage of creatures 
Discovered in their evils ; and what heart 
Such take, even from their crimes :— but that anon_ 
Will more appear-fT liis gentlemaiijlHeTatKer, 
Hearmg of 'fViis foul fact, with many others, 
Which daily struck at his too tender ears. 
And grieved in nothing more than that he couid not 
Preserve himself a parent (his son's ills 
Growing to that strange flood), at last decreed 
To disinherit him. 

isl Avoc. These be strange turns ! 

2nd Avoc. The young man's fame was ever fair and honest. 

Voll. So much more full of danger is his vice. 
That can beguile so under shade of virtue. 
But, as I said, my honoured sires, his father 
Having this settled purpose, by what means 
To him betrayed, we know not, and this day 
Appointed for the deed ; that parricide, 
I cannot style him better, by confederacy 
Preparing this his paramour to be there. 
Entered Volpone's house (who was the man. 
Your fatherhoods must understand designed 
For the inheritance), there sought his father :— 
But with what purpose sought he him, my lords? 
I tremble to pronounce it, that a son 
Unto a father, and to such a father. 
Should have so foul, felonious intent ! 
It was to murder him ; when being prevented 
By his more happy absence, what then did he ? 
Not check his wicked thoughts ; no, now new deeds ; 
(Mischief doth never end where it begins) 
An act of horror, fathers I he dragged forth 
The aged gentleman that had there lain bed-rid 
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Three years and more, out of his innocent couch, 

Naked upon the floor, there left him ; wounded 

His servaut in the face ; and, with this strumpet 

The stale to his forged practice, who was glad 

To be so active, — (I shall here desire 

Your fatherhoods to note but my collections, 

As most remarkable,—) thought at once to stop 

His father's ends, discredit his free choice 

In the old gentleman, redeem themselves, 

By laying infamy upon this man. 

To whom, with blushing, they should owe their lives. 

\sf Avoc. What proofs have you of this ? 

Bon. Most honoured fathers, 
I humbly crave there be no credit given 
To this man's mercenary tongue. 

2ttd Avoc. Forbear. 

Bon. His soul moves in his fee. 

3rrf Avoc. Oh, sir. 

Son. This fellow, 
For six sols more, would plead against his Maker. 

ist Avoc. You do forget yourself. 

Volt. Nay, nay, grave fathers, 
Let him have scope : can any man imagine 
That he will spare his accuser, that would not 
Have spared iiis parent ? 

1st Avoc. Well, produce your proofs. 

Cel. I would I could forget I were a creature. 

Volt. Signior Corbaccio. [CORBACCIO comes fot -ward. 

4th Avoc. What is he ? 

Volt. Volt. 

xnd Avoc. Has he had an oath i 

Not. Yes. 

Cork What must I do now ? 

Not. Your testimony's craved. 

Cnrb. Speak to the knave .' 
I 'II have my mouth first stopped with earth ; my heart 
Abhors his knowledge : I disclaim in him. 

Ill Avoc. But for what cause ? 

Cord. The mere portent of nature! 
He is an utter stranger to my Uiins. 

Bon. Have they made you to this ? 

Coi-6. I will not hear ihee. 
Monster of men, swine, goat, wolf, parricide ! 
Speak rot, thou viper. 
^ Bon. Sir, I will sit down. 
And rather wish my innocence should suffer, 
l^an I resist (he authority of a father. 

Volt. Signer Corvinol [QoKYiHO comes fciward. 
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3ndAvoc. This is strange. 

ist'Avoc. Who 's this ? 

Nol. The husband. 

^hAvoc. Is he sworn? 

Not. He is. 

yd Avoc. Speak then. 

Corv. This woman, please your fatherhoods, is a strumpet 
Of most hot exercise, more than a partridge, 
Upon record 

\st Avon. No more. 

Corv. Neighs like a jennet. 

Not. Preserve the honour of the court 

Cofv. I shall. 
And modesty of your most reverend ears, 
And yet I hope that I may say, these eyes 
Have seen her glued into that piece of cedar, " 

That fine well-timbered gallant ; and that here "C'^''"'^~^+~ 

The letters may be read through the horn, , f'-'-''^.^ '^^rtA . 

That make the story perfect. - +- -(>^ 

— Mos. Excellent! sir. . yjtx*-^ - 

Corv. There is no shame in this now, is there ? 

\_Aside to Mos. 
r^Mos. None. 

^ Corv. Or if I said I hoped that she were onward 
; To her damnation, if there be a hell 
f Greater than a foul woman ; a good catholic 
vMay make the doubt. 

yd Avoc. His grief hath made him frantic. 

\st Avoc. Remove him hence. 

litd Avoc. Look to the woman. fCELiA swoons. 

Corv, Rare ! 
Prettily feigned, ^aiti ! 

4/A Avoc. Stand from about her. 

\st Avoc. Give her the air. 

yd Avoc. What can you say ? [ To Mosc.4. 

~- Mos. My wound, 
May it please your wisdoms, speaks for me, received 
In aid of my good patron, when he missed 
His sought-for father, when that well-taught dame 
Had her cue given her to cry out A Rape I 

Bon. Oh, most laid impudence ! Fathers ■ 

yd Avoc. Sir, be silent ; 
You had your hearing free, so must they theirs. 

^nd Avoc. I do begin to doubt the imposture here. 

4/A Avoc. This woman has too many meods. 

Voll. Grave fathers, 
She is a creature cf a most profest . - 

And prostiiuied lewdness. ^- ■<■ 
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Co}v. Most impetuous, 
Uiisatisfied, grave fathers ! 

VoB. May her feignings 
Not take your wisdoms / but this day she bailed 
A stranger, a grave Icnight, with her loose eyes 
And more lascivious kisses. This man saw them 
Together on the water, in a gondola. 

Mos. Here is the lady herself that saw them too, 
Without Who then had in the open streets 
Pursued them, but for saving her knight's honour. 

\st Avoc. Produce that lady. 

2nd Avoc. Let her come. [^^V MoscA. 

if h Avoc. These things, 
They strike with wonder. 

yd Avoc. I am turn'd a stone. 

Re-enter MOSCA with Lady Wotri.u-BE. 

Mos. Be resolute, madam. 

Lady P. Ay, this same is she. \Poinliiig to Celia. 

Out, thou camelion hailot ! Now thine eyes 
Vie tears with the hytena. Dar'st thoii look 
Upon my wronged face ? I cry your pardons ; 
I fear I have fotgettingly transgrest 
Against ihe dignity of the court • 

Md Avoc. No, madam. 

Lady P. .\nd been exorbitant— 

ind Avoc. You have not, lady. 

4//( Avoc. These proofs are strong. 

Tuidy P. Surely, 1 had no purpose 
To scandalize your honours or my sex's. 

■yd Avoc. We do believe it. 

Lady P. Surely, you may believe it. 

2na Avoc. Madam, we do. 

Lady P. Indeed you may j my breeding 

4/A Avoc. We know it. 

Lady P. To offend 
With pertinacy— - 

yd Avoc. Lady 

Lady P. Such a presence i 
No surely. 

ist Avoc. We well think it. 
y^La dy P. Vou may think it. 

\st Avoc. Let her o'ereome. What witnesses have you 
To make good your report? 
l< Bon. Our consciences. 

at. And Heaven, tl 
, 4M Avoc. These are no tt 
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Bon. Not 4B-*oijr «e«*ts, 'A ''''''■ 

Whtjre n]i 1 1 ri ll I lift and H.ininiir ovprrn TiiP.<i. _, 'I t**^ 

\stAvoc. Nay, then, you do wax insolent. WV.--:=S^ 

Re-enter Officers, bearing Vqupo^e on a couch. 

Volt. Here, here, 
The testimony comes that will convince, 
And put to utter dumbness their hold tongues. 
See here, grave fathers, here's the ravisher, 
Insuller of men's wives, the great impostor, 
The grand voluptuary ! Do you not think 
These limbs should affect venery? or these eyes 
Covet a concubine? Pray you mark these hands ; 
Are they not fit to stroke a lady's face ? 
Perhaps he doth dissemble 1 

Bon. So he does. 

Vol/. Would you have him tortured ? 

Bon. I would have him proved. 

Volt. Best try him with goads or burning irons ; 
Put him to the sirappado ; I have heard 
The rack hath cured the gout ; 'faith, give it him. 
And help him of a malady ! be courteous. 
I'll undertake, before tliese honoured fathers, 
He shall have yet as many left diseases 
As she has known adulterers, or thou strumpets. 
Oh, my most equal hearers, if these deeds. 
Acts of this bold and most exorbitant strain. 
May pass with sufferance, .what one citizen 
But owes the forfeit of his life, yea, fame. 
To him that dares traduce him ? Which of you 
Are safe, my honour'd fathers? I would ask. 
With leave of your grave fatherhoods, if their plot 
Have any face or colour like to truth ? 
Or if unto the dullest nostril here 
It smell not rank and most abhorred slander ? 
I crave your care of this good gentleman. 
Whose life is much endangered by their fable ; 
And as for them, I will conclude with this : 
That vicious persons, when they 're hot and fleshed 
In impious acts, their constancy abounds ; 
Damn'd deeds are done with greatest confidence. 

ij-^ Avoc. Take them to custody, and sever them. 

■mdAvoc. 'Tis pity two such prodigies should live. 

\st Avoc. Let the old gentleman be returned with care. 

\ExeuHt Officers -with VOLPONE. 
I 'm sorry our credulity hath wronged him. , 

4/A Avoc. These are two creatures ! Vj*^ 

yd Avoc. I've an earthquake in me. ^jOV^ 
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2nd Avoc. Their shame even in their cradles fled their faces. 

4//( Ai'oc. You have done a worthy service to the state, sir. 
In their discovery. {To VOLT. 

1st Avoc. You shall hear, ere night, 
What punishmeat the court decrees upon them. 



h.'^J^ [^jr^^s/AvocAT. NOT.awrfOffieers'jf/WBoNARiOrtwrfCELiA. 
L")'. J ^ I 'd have your tongue, s 



(If^ cKf "yoU. We thank your fatherhoods. 

y i-/TK| 



V like you it ? 



tipt with gold for this i 
you be tne h^ir t6 tn ewbgle cjlyj 



^J 




Shoulfl havp hppn proved. 

Cotv. Nay, 1 considered th; 
Now it is her fault. 



Corv. True* i do doubt this advocate still, 
•- Mos. rfaiih 

"Corv. I trust thee, Mosca. t-jcu/' 

- Mos. A s your own sou l, sir. --^ ^ ©©w 
Coib. M^^Ti ■ ' ._ 

r husiness 



,..>f 



\Exil. 



Corb. How : have you business ? 

Torn OCn^ 



eelse? 

Mos. NnnPPlap, nfif T 

Ccri. Be carefiil, then. 

Mos, Re ?t yim with both j 

Corb. Dispatch it. 

Mos. Instantly. 

Cerb. And look that aU, 
Whatever, be put in, jewels, plate, moneys, 
Household stuflj bedding, curtains. 

Mos. Curtain -rines. sir : 
Onl y the advocate's fee must be deducted . 

Corh. 1 '11 pay him now ; you '11 be too prodigal. 

Mos. Sir, t must tender it . r-^ CiVCtU Ui-;, 

^ • "• ;g well. I '* 



Corb, Two che<^um 
Mos. _No, six, sir. 
Corb. "TisToomuch. 



=,Google 




SCENE 1.} VOLPONE; OR, THE FOX. 

Corb. Well, there's three 

Mos. r '11 give i t him. 

Corb. 1)0 so, al^tl"th"effe 's for thee. - - 

Moi. Bountiful bones j." What horrid 
Did he commit 'uainst nature, in hi s youthT 
Wo Hliv tills ag e ? I Aside. I— Yo u see, sir. [foVoLT,] how 

"F7/rN' , 
I 'II leave you. »v»--- --v^ ti-o-v-'^ 

■Mos. All is yniiri, \\cyf ^^pvil anH all : I 

G ood advocate i-y-Madam, 1 'II bnhg you home. 

J^atty F. No, 1 11 go see your patron. 
- Mos. That you shall not : 

1 '11 tell you why. My purpose is to urge 
My patron to reform his Will ; and for 
The zeal you have shown to-day, whereas before 
You were but third or fourth, you shall be now 
Put in the first ; which would appear as begged 
If you were present. Therefore 

Lady P. You shall sway me. [Exeunt. 



Scene I.— A Room in Volpone'S House. 
Enter Volpone. 
Volp. Well, I am here, and all this brunt is past. 
I ne'er was in dislike with my disguise 
Till this fled moment : here 'twas good in private ; 
But in your public, — cave whilst 1 breathe. 
Tore God, ray left leg 'gan to have the cramp, 
And I apprehended straight some power had struck me 
With a dead palsy. Well, I must be merr>'. 
And shake it off. A many of these fears 
Would put me into some villainous disease, 
Should they come thick upon me ; I 'il prevent 'em. 
Give me a bow! ot lusty wine, to fright 
This humour from my heart. [Drinks.}— 'hvm, hum, hum 
'Tis almost gone already ; I shall conquer. 
Any device, now, of rare ingenious knavery 
That would possess me with a violent laughter, 
Would make me up again. [Drinks again.) —So, so, so, ; 
This heat is life ; 't is blood by this time : — Mosca ! 

Enter MoscA. 
Mos. How now, sir ! does the day look clear a.gain f 
Are we recover'd, and wrought out of error, 
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Into our way, to See our patli before us ? 
Is our trade free once more ? 

Volp. Exquisite Mosca ; 

Mas. Was it not carried learnedly ? 

Volp. And stoutly : 
■ Good wits are greatest in extremities. 

Mos. It were a folly beyond thought, to trust 
Any grand act unto a cowardly spirit ; 
You are not taken with it enough, methinks. 

Volfi. Oh, more than if I bad not been opposed ; 
The pleasure of all womankind's not like it. 
it Mos. Why, now you speak, sir. We must here be fix'd ; 
Here ive must rest ; this is out masterpiece ; 
We cannot think to go beyond this. 

Volp. True, 
Thou hast play'd thy prize, my precioiis Mosca. 

Mos. Nay, sir. 
To gull the court 

Volp. And quite divert the torrent 
Upon the innocent. 

Mos. Yes, and to make 
So rare a music out of discords 

Volp. Right. 
That yet to me 's the strangest, how thou bast borne it ! 
That these, being so divided 'mongst themselves, 
Should not scent somewhat, or in me or thee, 
\ Or doubt their own side. 
\ Mos. True, they will not see't. 

Too much light blinds them, I think. JiaclLatthem 
Is so jyjssESt aad -Stuft with his own hopes, 
\ That any thing unto the contrary, 
\ Never so true, or never so apparent, 
N; Never so palpable, they Will resist it— — 

Volp. Like a temptation o( the devil. 

Mos. Right, sir. 
Merchants may talk of trade, and your great signiore 
Of land that yields well ; but if Italy 
Have any glebe more fruitful than these fellows, 
I am deceiv'd. Did not your advocate rare ? 

Volp. Oh — "My most honour'd fathers, my grave fathers, 
Under correction of your fatherhoods, 
What face of truth is here ? If these strange deed? 
May pass, most honour'd fathers"— I had much ado 
To forbear laughing. 

Mos, It seem'd to me, you sweat, sir. 

Volp. In troth, I did a little. 

Mos. Eut confess, sir. 
Were you not daunted? 
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Volfi. In good faith, 1 was 
A little in a mist, but not dejected ; 
Never, but siill my self. 

Mos. I think it, sir. 
Now, so tmth help me, I must needs say tills, sir. 
And out of conscience for your advocate, 
He has taken paii(s, in faitb, sir, and deserv'd. 
In my poor judgment, I speak it under favour. 
Not to contrary you, sir, very richly- 
Well— to be cozen'd. 

Volp. Troth, and I think so too, 
By that I heard him, in the latter end 

Mos. Oh, but before, sir : had you heard him first 
Draw it to certain heads, then aggravate. 
Then use his vehement figures — I look'd still 
When he would shift a shirt ; and, doing tliis 
Out of pure love, no hope of gain 

Volp. 'Tis right. 
I cannot answer him, Mosca, as I would, 
Not yet ; but for thy sake, at thy entreaty, 
I will begin, even now— to vex them all, 
This very instant. 

Mos. Good sir. 

Volp. Call the dwarf 
And eunuch forth. 

AIos. Castrone, Nano 1 

Enter Castrone and NANa 
Nano. Here. 

Volp. Shall we have a jig now ? 
Mas. What you please, sir. 
Volp. Go, 
Straight give out about the slreets, you two. 
That I am dead ; do it with constancy. 
Sadly, do you hear ? Impute it to the grief 
Of this late slander. . [i'.waTi/ Cas r. amiNxi 

Mos. What do you mean, sir ? 
. Volp. Oh, 

/ 1 shall have instantly my Vulture, Crow, 
\ Raven, come flying hither, on the news, 
( To peck for carrion, my she-wolf and all, 

VGreedy and full of expectation 

/ Mos. And then to have it ravished from their mouths ! 
\ Volfi. 'Tis true. I will have thee put on a gown, 
And take upon thee, as thou wert mine lieir ; 
Siiow them a will ; Open that chest, and roach 
Forth one of those that has the blanks ; I 'II straight 
Put in thy name. 
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Mos. It wii! be rate, sir. \Gives him a paper. 

Volp. Ay, 
When they e'en gape, and find themselves deUided 

Mos. Yes. 

Volp. And then use them scurvily ! 
Dispatch, get on thy gown. 

Mos. \_putting on a gotvn.'] But what, sir, if they ask 
After the body ? 

Volp. Say, it was corrupted. 

Mos. I '11 say it stank, sir ; and was fain to have it 
Coffined up instantly, and sent away. 

Voip. Anything ; what thou wilt. Hold, here's my will. 
Get thee a cap, a count-book, pen and ink, 
Papers afore thee ; sit as thou wert taking 
An inventory of parcels ; I '11 get up 
Behind the curtain, on a stool, and hearken ; 
Sometime peep over, see how they do look. 
With what degrees their blood doth leave their faces, 
"uO, 'twill afford me a rare meal of laughter ! 

Mos. {putting OH a cap, and setting out tite table, S-'f] Your 
advocate will turn stark dull upon it. 

Voip. It will take oft his oratory's edge. 

Mos. But your clarissimo, old round-back, he 
Will crump you like a bog-louse, with the touch. 

Volp. And what Corvino ? 

Mos. Oh, sir, iook for him. 
To-morrow morning, with a rope and dagger, 
To visit all the streets ; he must run mad. 
My lady too, that came into the court 
To bear false witness for vour worship 

Voip. Yes, 
And kiss'd me 'fore the fathers, when my face 
Flowed all with oils. 

Mos. And sweat, sir. Why, your gold 
Is such another med'cine, it dries up 
All those offensive savours ; it transforms 
The most deformed, and restores them lovely. 
As 'twere the strange poetical girdle. Jove 
Could not invent t' himself a shroud more subtle 
To pass Acrisius' guards. It is the thing 
Makes all the world her grace, her youth, her beauty. 

Volp. I think she loves me. 

Mos. Who? the lady, sir? 
Hie 's jealous of you. 

Volp. Dost thou say so? [Knocking within. 

Mos, Hark, 
There's some already. 

Volp. Look. 
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Mos. It is the Vulture ; 
He has the quickest scent. 

Volp. 1 '11 to my place, 
Thou to thy posture. [Goes behind the curlain. 

Mos. I am set. 

Volp. But, Mosca, 
Play the artificer now, torture them rarely. 

Enter VoLTORe. 

Volt, How now, my Mosca ? y^ 

Mos. \writitig^ Turkey carpets, nine ■'^ 

Volt. Taking an inventory ! that is well. 

Mos. Two suits of bedding, tissue 

Volt. Where 's the Will ? 
Let me read that the while. 

Enter Servants, with Corbaccio in a chair. 

Corh, So, set me doivn, 
And get you home. lE.veuHt Servants. 

Volt. Is he come now, to trouble us? 

Mos. Of cloth of gold, two more 

Corb. Is it done, Mosca ? 

Mos. Of several velvets eight 

Volt. 1 like his care. 

Corb. Dost thou not hear? 

Enter CORVINO. 

Cor^. Ha! is the hour come, Mosca ? 

Volfi. [peeping over the curtain.] Ay, now they muster. 

Corv. What does the advocate here, 
Or this Corbaccio ? 

Cori. What do these here? 

Enter Lady Pol, Would-BE. 

Laify P. Mosca ! 
Is his thread spun ? 

Mos. Eight chests of linen 

Vo/p. Oh, 
My fine Dame Would'be, too ! 

Conr. Mosca, the Will, 
That I may show it these, and rid them hence. 

Mos. Six chests of diaper, four of damask — There. 

[Gives them the Will carelessly over his shoulder. 

Corb. Is that the Will? 

Mos. Down -beds and bolsters 

Volp. Rare! 
Be busy still. Now they begin to flutter : 
They never thijik of me. Look, see, see, see ! 
How their swift eyes run over the long deed 
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Unio the name, and to the legacies. 

What is bequeathed them there 

AIos, Ten suits of hangings— — 
Vglp. Ay, in their garters, Mosca. Now their hopes 
Are at the gasp. 
, Volt. Mosca the heir ! 
/ Corb. What's that? 

Volp. My advocate is dumb : look to mymercliant, 
He has heard of some strange alorm, a sliip is lost, 
He feints ; my lady will swoon. Old glaaen eyes, 
He hath not reached his despair yet. 
Corb. All these 
(Are out ofhope ; I am, sure, the man. ITakes the IVili. 

," Corv. But, Mosca 

! Mes. Two cabinets. 
Corv. Is this in earnest ? 
Mas. One 

Of ebony 

Carv. Or do you but delude me .' 
Mos. The oiher, mother of pearl— 1 am very busy. 
Good faith, it is a fortune thrown upon me — 
Item, one salt of agate — not my seeking. 
Lady P. Do you hear, sir ? 
Mos. A perfumed box — 'Pray you forbear, 
You see I'm troubled— made of an onyx — 
; Lady P. How ! 

'■ Mos. To-morrow or next day, I shall be at leisure 
Totalk with you all. 

Carv. Is this my large hope's issue? 
■•■Lady P. Sir, I must have a fairer answer. 

Mos. Madam I 
Marry, and shall ; 'pray you, fairly quit my house. 
Nay, raise no tempest with your lo<*s ; but hark you, 
- Remember what your ladyship offer'd me 
To put you in an heir ; go to, think on it ; 
And what you said e'en your best madams did 
For maintenance ; and why not you ? Enough, 
Go home, and use the poor Sir Pol, your knight, well. 
For fear I tell some riddles ; go, be melancholy. 
.'^ \_Exil Lady Would-be. 

\ Voip. Oh, my fine devil ! 
, Corv. Mosca, pray you a word. 

I Mos. Lord 1 will you not take your despatch hence yet ? 
I Methinks, of all, you should have been the eiample. 
I Why should you stay here ? with what thought, what promise ? 
1 Hear you ; do you not know, I know you an ass, 
\And that you would most fain have been a wiitol, 
',If fortune would have let you ? that you are 
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A declared cuckold, on giuJ tenn^ ? 'lliis peavl. 

You'll say, was yours ? riglu ; tliis rli:muind ? 

I'll not deny 't, but thank you. Much lieie else ? 

It may be so. Why, think that these goud works 

May help to hide your bad. I'll not betray you \ 

Although you be but extraordinary. 

And have it only in title, it sufficeth : 

Go home, be melancholy too, or ntad. {^Exit CORVINO- 

Volp. Rare Mosca 1 how his villainy becomes him ! 

Volt. Certain he doth delude all these for me. 

Corb. Mosca the heir ! 

Volp. O, his four eyes have found it. 

Corb. I am cozen'd, clieated, by a parasite slave ; 
Harlot, thou hast guU'd me. 

Mos. Yes, sir. Stop your mouth, 
Or I shall draw the only tooth is left. 
Are not you he, -that filthy covetous wretch, 
With the three legs, that here, in hope of prey. 
Have, any time this three years, snuffd about. 
With your most grovelling nose, and wouid have hired 
Me to the poisoning of my patron, sir ? \. 

\ Are not you hethat hwe-to^lt^Tn coort 
\ Profess'd the disinheriilrig of your"5rm"f , 
'Jerjured yourself? Go home, and die, and stink ; \^' 

Myou but croak a syllable, all comes out : 
Aivay, and call your potters \—\ExU CORBACCIO-]— Go, go, 

Volp. Excellent varjet ! 

Volt. Now, ray faithful Mosca, 
I find thy constancy, 

Mos. Sir! 

Volt. Sincere. 

Moi. \writiag.~\ A table 
Of porphyry^ — I marie you '11 be thus troublesome. 

Volt. Nay, leave olFoow, they are gone. 

Mos. Why, who are you ? 
What ! Who did send for you ? Oh, cry you mercy, 
Reverend sir ! Good faith, I am grieved for you. 
That any chance of mine should thus defeat 
Your (I must needs say) most deserving travails : j 

But I protest, sir, it was cast upon me, 
And I could almost wish to be without it. 
But that the will o' the dead must be observed. 
Marry, my joy is that you need it not ; 
You have a gift, sir, (thank your education,) 
Will never let you want, while tliere are men, 
And malice, to breed causes. Would I had 
But half the like, for all my fortune, sir ! 
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If I have any suits, as I do hope, 

Things being so easy and direct, I shail not, 

I will make bold with your obstreperous aid. 

Conceive me, for your fee, sir. In the meantime. 

You that have 50 much law, I knoiv have the conscience 

Not to be covetous of what is mine. 

Good sir, 1 thank you for my plate ; 'twill help 

To set up a young man. Good f^th, you look 

As you were costive; best go home and purge, sir. 

[Exit VOLTORE. 

Volp. [Caiiies from behind the curtain^ Bid him eat lettuce 
well. My witty mischief. 
Let me embrace tbee. Oh, that ! could now 
Transform thee to a Venus ! Mosca, go, 
Straight take my habit of clarissimo. 
And walk the streets ; be seen, torment them more : 
We must pursue, as well as plot. Who would 
Have !osl this feast ? 

Mas. I doubt it will lose them. 

Volp, Oh, my recovery shail recover all. 
That I could now but think on some disguise 
To meet them in, and ask them questions : 
How I would vet them stilt at every turn ! 

Mos. Sir, I can fit you. 

Volp. Can'st thou ? 

Mos. Yes, I know 
One o' the commandadori, sir, so hke you ; 
Him will I straight make diunk, and bring you his habit. 

Voip. A rare disguise, and answering thy brain ! 
Oh, I will be a sharp disease unto them. 

Mos. Sir, you must look for curses 

Volfi. Till they burst ; 
The Fox fares ever best when he is curst. {Exeunt. 

Scene II.— ^ kail in Sir Politick's Acwj^. 
Enter PEREGRINE disguised and three merchants. 

Per. Am I enough disguised ? 

\st Mer. I wanant you. 

Per. All my ambition is lo fright him only. 

^nd Mer. If you could ship him away, 'twete excellent. 

yd Mer. To Zant, or to Aleppo ? 

Per. Yes, and have his 
Adventures put i' the Book of Voyages, 
And his guU'd story registered for truth. 
Well, gentlemen, when I am in a while. 
And that you think us warm in our discourse, 
ICnow your approaches, 
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1st Mei . Trust it to our care. [Exeunt MERCHANTS. 

Enter Waiting- woman. 

Ptr. Save you, fair lady ! Is Sir Po! within ? 
Worn. I do not know, sir. 

Per. Pray you say unto him. 
Here is a merchant upon earnest business 
Desires to speak Witli him. 

Worn. I will see, sir. \Exit. 

Per. Pray you. 

I see the family is all female here. 

Re-enter Waiting-woman. 

Worn. He says, sir, he has weighty affairs of stale, 
That now requite him whole ; some other time 
You may possess him. 

Per. Pray you say again. 
If those require him whole, these will exact him. 
Whereof I bring him tidings. \_Exit Woman.] — What might 

be 
His grave affair of state now ! how to make 
Bolognian sausages here in Venice, sparing 
One 0' the ingredients ? 

Re- enter Waiting-woman. 

Worn. Sir, he says he knows 
By your word tidings, that you are no statesman, 
And therefore wills you stay. 

Per. Sweet, pray you return him ; 
I have not read so many proclamations, 
And studied them for words, as he has done — 
But— here he deigns to come. [Exit Woman. 

Enter Sir POLrilCK. 

Sir P. Sir, I must crave 
Your courteous pardon. There hath chanced to-day. 
Unkind disaster 'twixt my lady and me ; 
And I was penning my apology, 
To give her satisfaction, as you came now. 

Per. Sir, I am grieved I bring you worse disaster ; 
The gentleman you met at the port to-day, 
That told you, he was newly arrived 

Sir P. Ay, was 
A fugitive punk ? 

Per. No, sir, a spy set on you ; 
And he has made relation to the Senate, 
That you profest to him to have a plot 
To sell the State of Venice to the Tiirk, 

§irf- ohme: 
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Per. For which, warrants are signed by this limej 
To apprehend you, and to search your study 
For papei-s 

Sir P. Alas, sir, I have none, but notes 
Drawn out of play-books 

Per. All the better, sir. 

Sir P. And some essays. What shall I do ? 

Per. Sir, best 
Convey yourself into a sugar-chest : 
Or, if you could lie round, a frail were rare. 
And I could send you aboard. 

Sir P. Sir, I but talked so. 
For discourse sake merely. \Knocyng widii:!. 

Per. Hark ! they are there. 

Sir P. I am a wretch, a wretch ! 

Per. What will you do, sir.' 
Have you ne'er a currant-butt to leap into ? 
They'll put you to the rack ; you must be sudden. 

Sir P. Sir, 1 have an ingine 

yd Mer. \jwilhin?\ Sir Politick Would-be ! 

ZHrf Mer. \niiithin\ Where is he ? 

Sir P. That I have thought upon before time. 

Per. What is it ? 

Sir P. I shall ne'er endure the torture. 
Marry, it is, sir, of a tortoise-shell, 
Fitted for these extremities : pray you, sir, help me. 
Here I've a place, sir, to put back my legs, 
Please you to lay it on, sir, \Lies down while PEREGRINE places 

the shell upon him!\ — with this cap. 
And my black gloves. I'll lie, sir, like a tortoise, 
'Til! they are gone. 

Per. And call you this an ingine ? 

Sir P. Mine own device— —Good sir, bid my wife's women 

To burn my papers, \_Exif PEREGRlNti 

The three Merchants rush in. 

1st Mer. Where is he hid ? , 

yt/Mer. We must ' 

And will sure find him. ' 

2nd Mer. Which is his study ? 

Re-enter PEREGRINE. 

islMer. What 
Are you, sir ? 

Per. I am a merchant, that came here 
To look upon this tortoise. 

yd Mer. How ! 

ist Mer. St. Mark ! 
What beast is this ! 
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Per. Itisafisli. 

2nd Mer. Come out here ! 

Per. Nay, you may strike him, sir, and tread upon him ; 
He'll bear a cart. 

\st Mer. What, to run over him ? 

Per. Yes, sir. 

yd Mer. Let's jump upon him. 

2nd Mer. Can he not go ? 
» Per. He creeps, sir. 

1st Mer. Let's see him creep. 

Per. No, good sir, you will hurt him, 

2nd Mer. Heart, I will see him creepj or prick his guts. 

yd Mer. Come out here ! 

Per. Pray you, sir t— Creep a little. \Aiide /n Sir Poli iick. 

1st Mer. Forth. 

2nd Mer. Yet farther. 

Per. Good sir ! — Creep. 

2nd Mer. We'll see his legs, 

\_Tkey pull of the shell aud discover kim. 

yd Mer. 'Ods so, he has garters ! 

isl Mer. Ay, and gloves ! 

2nd Mer. Is this 
Your fearful tortoise ? 

Per, [discovering himself^ Now, Sir Poi, ive are even ; 
For your nent project I shall be prepared : 
_I am sorry for the funeral of your notes, sir, 

ist Mer. 'Twere a rare motion to be seen in Fleet-street 

2nd Mer. Ay, in the Term. 

\st Mer. Or Smithfield, in the fair. 

yd Mer. Methinks 'tis but a melancholy sight. 

Per. Farewell, most politic tc*toise 1 

{Exeunt Per. <(//i/ Merchants. 

Re-enier Waiting- woman. 

Sir P. Where's mv lady? 
Knows she of this ? 

Worn. I know not, sir. 

Sir P. Enquire— 
Oh, 1 shall be the fable of all feasts, 
The freight of the gaietti, ship-boy's talc ; 
And, which is worst, even talk for ordinaries. 

Worn. My lady's come most meLinchoiy home. 
And says, sir, she will straight to sea for physic. 

Sir P. And I to shun this place and clime forever, 
Creeping with house on back, and think ii well 
To shrink my poor head in my politic shell. ^^ExeuiU. 
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Scene III.— .4 t-oiJw ;« Volpone's koase. 

EnUr MOSCA in the habit of a Clarissimo, and VOLPONE in that 
of a. Commandadore. 
Volp. Am I then like him f 
Mos. Oh, sir, you are he : 

Volp. Good. , 

Mos. But what am I ? 

Volp. 'Fore heaven, a brave clarissimo ; thou becom '^t it ; 
Pity Uiou wert not born one. 

Mos. If I hold 
My made one, 'twill be well. \_AsiiU. 

Voip. 1 '11 go and see 
What news first at the court. {Exit. 

Mos. Do so. My Fox 
Is out of his hole, and ere he shall re-enter, 
I '11 make him languish in his borrowed case, 
Pxcept he come to composition with me. 
Androgyne, Castrone, Nano 1 

Enter Androgyno, Castrone and NANo. 

AH. Here. 

Mos. Go, recreate yourselves abroad ; go sport. \Exettnt. 

So, now I have the keys, and am possesc. 
Since he will needs be dead afore his time, 
I ')[ bury him, or gain by him : I am his heir. 
And so will keep me, till he share at least. 
To co7en him of all, were but a cheat 
Well placed ; no man would cohstrue it a sin : 
Let his sport pay for't. This is called the Fox-trap, \Exit. 

Scene IV.— -4 street. 

^W/.??' COEBACCIO ararfCORVINO. 

Corb. They say, the Court is set, 
Corv. We must maintain 
Our first tale good, for both our reputations. 

Corb. Why, mine's no tale ; my son would there have killed 

Corv. That 's true, I had forgot : mine is, I 'm sure, \Aside. 
But for your Will, sir. 

Corb. Ay, I 'II come upon him 
Eor that hereaft;r, now his patron's dead. 



Enter Voi.pone. 
Voli). Signior Corvino ! andCorbaccio! Sir, 
Much joy unto you. 
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Con: Of what? 

Volp. The sudden good 
Dropt down upon you — — 

Corb. Where? 

Volp. And none knows how, 
From old Volpone, sir. 

Cofl). Out, arrant knave 1 

Volp. Let not your too much wealth, sir, make you furious. 
■ Corb. Away, thou varlet ! 

Volp. Why, sir? 

Corb. Dost thou mock me ? 

Volp. You mock the world, sir ; did you not change Wills ? 

Corb. Out, harlot ! 

Volp. Oh ! belike you are the man, 
Signior Corvino ? faith, you carry it well ; 
You grow not mad withal i I love your spirit : 
You are not over-leavened with your fortune. 
You should have some would swell now, like a wine-fat, 
With such an autumn^Uid he give you all, sir? 

Corv. Avoid, )'0u rascal I 

Volp. Troth, your wife has shown 
Herself a very woman ; but you are well. 
You need not care, you have a good estate, 
To bear it out, sir, better by this chance : 
Except Corbaccio have a share, 

Corb. Hence, varlet. 

Volp. Vou will not be acknown, sir ; why, 't is wise. 
Thus do ali gamesters, at all games dissemble : 
No man shall seem to win. {Exeunt CORVINO and CORBACCIO.) 

Here comes my vulture. 
Heaving his beak up in the air, and snuffing, 

£■«/«?• VOLTORE. 

Volt. Outstripped thus by a parasite ! a slave, 
Would run on errands, and make legs ior crumbs ' 
Well, what I '11 do 

Volp. The Court stays for your worship. 
I e'en rejoice, sir, at your worship's happiness. 
And that it fell into so learned hands, 
That understand the fingering ■ 

Volt. What do you mean f 

Volp. I mean to be a suitor to your worship, 
For the small tenement, out of reparations. 
That at the end of your long row of houses. 
By the Piscaria : it was, in Volpone's time. 
Your predecessor, ere he grew diseased, 
A handsome, pretty, customed house of call 
As any was in Venice, none dispraised j 
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But fell with him ; his body and that house 
Decayed together. 

Volt. Come, sir, leave your prating. 

Volp. Why, if your worship give me but your hand, 
That I may have the refusal, I have done. 
Tis a mere toy to you, sir; candle rents; 
As your learned worship knows 

Volt. What do I know ? 

Volp. Marry, no end of your wealth, sir : God decrease it ! 

Volt. Mistaking knave ! what, mock'st thou my mirfortune? 
[E-ilt. 

Volp. His blessing on your heart, sir ; would 't were more !— 
Now to my first again, at the nest corner. [_Exil. 

Scene \.~-Amtlierpart of the Street. 

Enter CORBACCiO and CORViNO ;— MoscA passes over ike 

Stage, before them. 
Corb. See, in our habit ! see the .impudent varlet ! 
Corv. That I could shoot mine eyes at him like gun stones ! 

Enter VOLPONE. 

Volp. But is this true, sir, of the parasite? 

Cord. Again, to afflict us \ monster ! 

Volp. In good faith, sir, 
I'm heartily grieved, a beard of your grave length 
Should be so over-reached. 1 never brooked 
That parasite's hair ; methought his nose should cozen ; 
There still was somewhat in his look, did promise 
The bane of a clarissimo. 

Corb. Knave 

Volp. Methinks 
Yet you, that are so traded in the world, 
A ivitty merchant, the fine bird, Corvino, 
That have such moral emblems on your name, 
Should not have sung your shame, and dropt your cheese, 
To let the Fox laugh at your emptiness, 

C<ir\'. Sirrah, you think the privilege of the place, 
And your red saucy cap, that seems to me 
Nailed to your jolt-head with those two chequines, 
Can warrant your abuses ; come you hither : 
You shall perceive, sir, 1 dare beat you ; approach. 

Volp. No haste, sir, I do know your valour well, 
Since you durst publish what you are, sir, ■ 

I'd speak with you. 

Volp. Sir, sir, another time ■ 
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SCENES v., Vl] VOLPONE; or, THE FOX. 183 

Coil'. Nav. now. 

Vo/p. Oh,' loi d, sir 1 1 were a wise man, 
Would stand the fury of a distracted husband. 

[_As he is ruKtiing off, re-enter Mosca. 
Corh. What, come again ! 
Volfi. Upon 'em, Mosca; save me. 
Corb. The air 's infeCTed where he tireathfs. 
Con: Let's fly him. \_Ex-ennt CoRX. and QOi>.V,. 

Volp. Excellent basilisk ! turn upon the vulture. 
Enter VOLTORE. 

V^lt. Well, flesh-fly, it is summer with you now ; 
Your winter will come on. 

Mos. Good advocate, 
Prithee not rail, nor threaten out of place thus ; 
Thou 'It make a solecism, as madam says. 
Get you a bi^in more, your brain breaks loose. \Exit 

Volt. Well, sir. 

Volp. Would you have nie beat the insolent slave. 
Throw dirt upon his first good clothes ? 

Volt. This same 
Is doubtless some familiar. 

Velp. Sir, the Court, 
In troth, stays for you. 1 am mad, a mule 
That never read Justinian, should get up. 
And ride an advocate. Had you no quiric 
To avoid guUage, sir, by such a creature? 
I hope you do Imt jest ; he has not done it ; 
'Tis but confederacy, to blind the rest. 
You are the heir. 

Volt. A strange, officious, 
Troublesome knave I thou dost torment me. 

Volp. I know ' 

It cannot be, sir, that you should be cozened j 

'Tis not within the wit of man to do it ; 

You are SO wise, so prudent ; Mid 'tis fit 

That wealth and wisdom still should go together. [Ewiiiil. 

Scene Vl.~T/ie Scrutineo or Senate-Mouse. 

Enter AvocRtoti, Notario, Bonaeio, Celta, Corraccto, Cor- 
VINO, Commandadori, Soffi, S-'c. 
is/ Avoc. Are all the parties here ? 
Not. All but the advocate. 
2nd Avoc. And here he comes. 

Enter Voltore and Volpone. 
isl Avoc. Then bring them forth to sentence. 
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Volt. my most honoured fathers, let your mercy 
Once win upon your justice, to forgive — 
I am distracted 

Voip. What will he do now? [Aside. 

Volt. Oh, 
I know not wliich to address myself to first ; 
Whether your fatherhoods, or these innocents— 

Corv. Will he betray himself? \Aside. 

Volt. Whom equally 
I have abused, out of most covetous ends— — 

Corv. The man is mad ! ' 

Corb. What 's that ? 

Cotv. He is possest. 

Volt. For which, now struck in conscience, here I prostrate 
Myself at your offended feet, for pardorf. 

\st, 2Hil Avoc. Arise. 

Ctl. heaven, how just thou art 1 

Volp. \ am caught 
In mine own noose—— [Aside. 

Corv. \to CORBACCIO.] Be constant, sir : nought now 
Can help, but impudence. 

ut Avoc. Speak forward. 

Com. Silence ! 

Volt. It is not passion in me, reverend fathers, 
But only conscience, conscience, my good sires, 
That makes me now tell truth. That parasite, 
That knave, hath been the instrument of all, 

ij/ Avoc. Where is that knave ? fetch him. 

Voip. I go. \E.:dt. 

Corv. Grave fathers, 
This man's distracted ; he confest it now : 
For, hoping to be old Volpone's heir. 
Who now is dead 

yd Avoc. How! 

ind Avoc. Is Volpone dead? 

Cotv. Dead since, grave fathers. 

Bon. O sure vengeance ! 

isi Avoc. Stay, 
Then he was no deceiver. 

Volt. Oh, no, none : 
The parasite, grave fathers. 

Con'. He does speak 
Out of mere envy, 'cause the servant's made 
The thing he gaped for : please your fatherhoods, 
This is the truth, though I '1! not justify 
The other, but he may be some-deal faulty, 

Volt. Ay, to your hopes, as well as mine, Corvino : 
But 1 '!! use modesty. Pleaseth your wisdoms. 
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To view these certain notes, and but confer them ; 
As I hope favour, they shall speak clear truth. 

Corv. The devil has entered him ! 

Bon. Or bides in you. 

4/A Avoc. We have done ill, by a public officer / 
To send for hjm, if he be heir. 

ind Avoc. For whom ? 

i,th Avoc. Him that they call the parasite. 

yd Avoc. 'Tis true, 
He is a man of great estaie, now left. 

4/A Avoc. Go you, and learn his name, and say, the Court 
Entreats his presence here, but to the clearing 
Of some few doubts. \Exit Notary. 

ind Avoc. This same's a labyrinth ! 

1st Avoc. Stand you unto your first report? 

Corv. My stale. 
My life, my fame — - 

Bon. Where is it f 

Corv. Are at the stake. 

1st Avoc. Is yours so too f 

Corb. The advocate's a knave. 
And has a forked tongue 

ind Avoc. Speak to the point. 

Corb. So is the parasite too. 

1st Avoc. This is confusion. 

Volt. I do beseech your fatherhoods, read but those — 

[Giving them papers. 

Corv. And credit nothing the false spirit haili writ : 
!t cannot be, but he's possest, grave fathers. \The scene close's. 

Scene Vl\.—A Street. 
Enter VOLpOne. 

Volp. To make a snare for mine own neck ! and run 
My head into it, wilfully ! with laughter ! 
When I had newly 'scaped, was free, and clear. 
Out of mere wantonness ! Oh, the dull devil 
Was in this brain of mine, when I devised it. 
And Mosca gave it second ; he must now 
Help to sear up this vein, or we bleed dead.— , 

Enter Nano, Androcvno, and Castrome. 
How now t who let you loose i whither go you now? 
What, to buy gingerbread, or to drown kitiings ? 

Nan. Sir, Master Mosca called us out of doors, 
And bid us all go play, and took the key?. 

And. Ves. 

Volp. Did Master Mosca take the keys.' why so! 
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f >p — 

^ ^ I 'm farther in. /These are my fine conceits ! 
JF "^ I must be merry, with a mischief to iiie ! 

^ ji? ^ What a viic wretch was I, that could not bear 
r ^ ••5' My fortune soberly? I rmiahave my crotchets, 
t^ ^5 And my conundrums ir'WeH, go you, and seek Jiim ; 

His meaning may be truer than my fear. 
Bid him he straight come to me to the court ; 
Thither will I, and, if 't be possible, 
Unscrew my advocate, upon new hopes: 
When I provoked him, then 1 lost myself. [Em-u/iI. 

Scene VIII. — T^e Scrutin^o or Senate House. 

Avocatori, BONARIO, CeLIA, CORBACCIO, CORVINO, Commnii- 

dadori, Saffi, &c., as before. 

isi Avoc. These things can ne'er be recoaciled. He, here, 

{Shewing Ike papers. 
Professeth, that the gentleman was wronged, 
And that the gentlewoman was brought thither, 
Forced by her husband, and there left. 

Volt. Most true. 

Cel. How ready is Heaven to those that pray ! 

If/ Avoc. But that 
Volpone would have ravished her, he holds 
Utterly false, knowing his impotence, 

Cofv. Grave fathers, he 's possest ; again, I say, 
Possest ; nay, if there be possession, and 
Obsession, he has both. 

^rd Avoc. Here comes our officer, 

Enler Volpone. 

Volp. The parasite will straight be here, grave fathers. 

4i'A Avoc. You might invent some other name, sir varlet. 

yd Avoc, Did not the notary meet him ? 

Volfi. Not that I know. 

^h Avoc. His coming will clear all, 

znd Alloc. Yet, it is misty. 

Volt. May 't please your fatherhoods 

Volfi. \wkispers VoLT.] Sir, the parasite 
Will'd me to tell you, that his master lives ; 
That you are still the man ; your hopes the same ; 
And tiiis was only a jest 

Volt. How? 

Volp. Sir, to try 
If you were firm, and how you Stood affected. 

Volt. Art sure he lives? 

Velp. Do t live, sir? 
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Volt. Oh me! 
I was too violent. 

Volp. Sir, you may redeem it. 
Tliey said, you were possest ; fall down, and seem so ; 
I 'U help to make it good. [Voltoke fatls.l God bless the 

Stop your wind hard, and swell— See, see, see, see ! 
He vomits crooked pins ! His eyes are set. 
Like a dead hare's himg in a poulter's shop ! 
His mouth 's running away ! Do you see, signior ? 
Now it is in his belly. 

Corv. Ay, the devil ! 

Volp. Now in his Uiroat. 

Cotv. Ay, t perceive it plain. 

Volp. 'Twill out, 'twill out 1 Stand clear. See where it flies. 
In shape of a blue toad, with a ba.t's wings ! 
Do you not see it, sir? 

Cork What ? I think I do. 

Coiv. 'Tis too manifest, 

Volp. Look! he comes to himself ! 

Volt. Where am I ? 

Volp. Take good heart, the worst is past, sir. 
You are dispossest. 

1st Avoc. What accident is this ? 

2iid Ai'oc. Sudden, and full of wonder ! 

3rd Avoc. If he were 
Possest, as it appears, all this is nothing. 

Corv. He has been often subject to these fits. 

}s/ Avoc. Show him that writing ; — Do you know it. sir ? 

Volfi. {jvkispers VOLT.] Deny it, sir, forswear it ; know 
not. 

Volt. Yes, I do know it well, it is my hand ; 
But all that it contains is false. 

Boh. O practice ! 

2nd Avoc. What maze is this ! 

ist Avoc. Is he not guilty, then, 
Whom you there name the parasite ? 

Volt. Grave fathers, 
No more than his good patron, old Volpone. 

Ath Avoc. Why, he is dead. 

Volt. Ob, no, my honoured lathers, 
He lives 

ist Avoc. How ! lives ? 

Volt. Lives. 

2nd Avoc. This is subller yet ! 

yd Avoc. You said he was dead. 

Volt. Never. 

yd Avoc. You said so, 
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Enter MOSCA. 
Zrd Avoc. A stool, 

4/// Avoc. A proper man ; and, were Volponedead, 
A fit match for my daughter. [Asiiii^. 

yd Avoc. Give hira way. 
,' Velp. Mosca, I was almost lost ; the advocate 
Had betrayed all ; but now it is recovered ; 

All's on the hinge again Say, lam living. {Aside to Mos. 

Mos. What busy knave is this ! Most reverend fathers. 
^^ .' I sooner had attended your grave pleasures, 

\ji^|-''^ But that my order for the funeral 

' ^~^ Of my dear patron did require me 

'\ Voip. Mosca 1 [AsiiU. 

^ Mos. Whom I intend to bury like a gentleman. 

Vo!p. Ay, quick, and coien me of al!. [Aside. 

2ml Avoc. Still stranger ! 

1st Avoc. And come about again ! 

^th Avoc. It is a match, my daughter is bestow'd. [Aside. 

Mos. Will you give me half? [Aside to Volp, 

Voip. First, I '11 be hanged. 

Mos. 1 know 
Your voice is good, cry not so loud. 

\st Avoc. Demand 
The advocate. Sir, did you not affirm 
Volpone was alive ? 

Voip. Yes, and he is ; 
This gentleman told me so. — Thou shall have half, 

[Asidi to Mos. 

Mos. Whose drunkard is this same ; Speak, some that know 

I never saw his face, — I cannot now 

Afford it vou so cheap. [Aside to VoLP. 

Voip. No! 

\st Avoc. What say you ? 

Volt. The officerlold me, 

Voip. I did, grave fathers. 
And will maintain he lives with mine own life, 
And that this creature [points to Mosca] told me.— I was born 
With all good stars my enemies, [Aside. 

Mos. Most grave fathers. 
If such an insolence as this must pass 
Upon me, 1 am silent ; 'twas not this 
For which you sent, 1 hope. 

2nd Avoc. Take him away. 
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Volp. Mosca ! 

2rilAvoc. Let hiiu be whipt. 

Volp. Wilt thou betray me ? 
Cozen me ? 

ydAvM. And taught to bear huTiself 
Toward a person of his rank. 

4/A Avoc. Away. \_The Officers seize VOLPONE. 

Mas. I humbly thank your fatherhoods. 

Vi'/p. Soft, sott, Whipt ! 
And lose al! that I have ! If I confess, 
It cannot be much more. [Aside. 

4tk Avoc. Sir, are you married ? 

Volp. They '11 be allied anon ; I must be resolute ; 
The fon shall here uncase. [ Throws off his disguise. 

Mos. Patron ! 

Voip. Nay, now 
My ruins shall not come alone : your match 
I '11 hinder sure : my substance shall not glue you, 
Nor screw you into a family. 

ATos. Why, patron ! 

Volp. I am Volpone, and this is my knave ; 

{Pointing to Mosca. 
This [to Volt.] his own knave ; this [to Corb.] avarice's fool ; 
This [to COEV.] a chimera of wittol, fool, and knave : 
And, reverend fathers, since we all can hope 
Nought but a sentence, let 's not now despair it. 
You hear me brief. 

Corv. May it please your fatherhoods 

Com. Silence. 

1st Avoc. The knot is now undone by miracle. 

2nd Avoc. Nothing can be more clear. 

ydAfoc. Or can more prove 
These innocent. 

islAvoc. Give them their liberty. 
•^.Bon. tleavencpuld not long let such gross crimes be bid. 

■2nd Avoc. If this be held' the high -way to get riches, 
■^ay I be poor! 
1 yd Avoc. This is not gain, but torment. 

\st Avoc. These possess wealth, as sick men possess fevers, ' 
^ Which trulier may be said to possess them. 

ind Avoc. Disrobe that parasite. 

Corv., Mos. Most honoured fathers ! 

\st Avoc. Can you plead aught to stay the course of justice .' 
If you can, speak. 

Corv., Volt. We beg favour. 

Cel. And mercy. 

\st Avoc. You hurt yout innocence, suing for the guilty. 
Stand forth ; and\first the parasite. You appear 
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T' have been the cliiefest minister, if not plotter, 

In all tliese lewd impostures ; and now, lastly. 

Have with your impudence abased the comt 

And habit of a gentleman of Venice, 

Being a fellow of no birth or blood ; 

For which our sentence is.Tirst, thou be whipt ; 

Then live perpetual prisoner in our gallies. 

Volp. I thank you for him. 

Mos. Bane to thy wolfish nature ! 

ist Avoc. Deliver him to the saffi, [MOSCA is carried out ^ 
Thou, Volpone, 
By blood and rank a gentleman, canst not fall 
Under like censure ; but our judgment on thee • 
Is, that thy substance all be straight confiscate 
To the hospital of the Incurabili : 
And, since the most was gotten by imposture, 
By feigning lame, gout, palsy, and such diseases, 
Thou art to lie in prison, cramped with irons. 
Till thou bc'st sick and lame indeed. Remove him. 

IHe is taken fivin the Bar. 

Volp. This is called mortifying of a Fox. 

ist Avoc. Thou, Voltore, to take away the scandal 
Thou hast given all worthy men of thy profession. 
Art banished from their fellowship, and our state. 
Corbaceio ! — bring him near. We here possess 
Thy son of all thy state, and confine thee 
To the monastery of San Sptrtto ; 
Where, since thou krewest not howlo live well here, 
Thou shalt be learned to die well. 

Coi-b. Ah ! what said he ? 

Com. You shall know anon, sir. 

\st Avoc, Thou, Corvino, shalt 
Be siraight embarked from thine own house,;and rowed 
Round about Venice, through the grand canale, 
Wearing a cap, with fair long ass's cars, 
Instead of horns ; and so to mount, a paper 
Pinned on thy breast, lo the Berlina 

Corv. Yes, 
And have mine eyes beat out with stinking fish, 

Bruised fruit, and rotten eggs 'Tis well, i am glad 

I shall not see my shame yet. 

\st Avoc. And to expiate 
Thy wrongs done to thy wife, thou art to send her 
Home to her father, with her dowry trebled : 
And these are all your judgments. 

All. Honoured fathers.— 

\st Avoc. Which may not be revoked. Now you begin, 
When crimes are done and past, and to be punished, 
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To think what your crimes are ; away with them. 

Let all that see these vices thus rewarded. 

Take heart and love to study 'em ! Mischiefs feed 

Like beasts, till they be fat, and then they bleed. {Exetinl. 

VoLPONE comes forward. 
The seasoning of a play, is the applause. 
Now, though the Fox be punished by the laws, 
He yet doth hope there is no suffering due, 
For any fact which he hath done 'gainst you ; 
If there be, censure him ; here he doubtful stands : 
If not, fare jovially and cl.ip your hands, [£xi/. 



=,Google 



iPICOSNE ; 



The Silent Woman. 



THE PERSONS OF THE PLAY. 



Ned Clerimont, 

hi! Friend. 
Truewit, aiioii 
■S[R John Daw, 



r FHend. 
Kaig&t. 
FQOI.K. a Knight 



Thomas Ott 
Capku,,. 

CUTBEARD, a 



Page iC CLEKtMONT. 
Epjwene, supposia 

Woman. 
Lady Haughty. 
Lady Centaur e, 
Mistress Dol. 

MiSTKESS Ottf.h. 
The Captain's V. .,.. 

MiSTKESS ThUSIT. I^dv f 

Hal'ghtv's Wimn;. ' } 



f Collegiatis. 
Xpreteu- 






Was lo (he poet monej^, ivine, and bays. 
Butinthisage, asect of wrilers are, 
That, only, for particular likings care, 
And will taste nothing thm is popular. 
With such we mingle neither brains nor breasts ; 
1^1 r lyich^, like to those make public feasts. 
Are not to please the cook's taste but thegnesls. 
Yet, if (hoie cdnnmgTSrales fiiUfereomcT 
They shall find-gucsls' entreaty, and good room ; 
M\i. though all relish not. sure there will be »}iii ', 
Thst, when [hey leave their seats, shall make then 
Who wrote that piece, could so have wToie a play. 
But that he knew this was the better wav^ 
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THE SILENT WOMAN. 

Andb 

Or to want bread and sa .. ...._. 

The poet prays you then, with better thought 
To sit ; and. when his cales are ail inbrought, 
Though there be nonefar-fet, there will dear-bought, 
Be fit for ladies : some for lords, knights, 'squires ; 
Some for your wailing-wench, and city-wires ; 
Some for your men, and daughters ot White-friars, 
Nor is it, only, while you keep your seat 
Here, thai Ihis feasi will last ; but you shall eat 
A week a( ord'oaries, on his broken meat :, 

If his muse be true. 

Who commends her to you. 



The ends of all, who for the scene do write, ^C ' 

Are, or should be, tQ^sfit^and-^jght. ._ 

And still 't hath been tKe praise ^all best times, '_ 

So persons were not touched, to tax the crimes. ■"' 

Then, in this play, which we present to-night, 

And make the object of your ear and sight. 

On forfeit of yourselves, think nothing true : 

Lest so you make (he maker to judge you. 

For he knows, poet never credit gained 

By writing truths, but thin^, like truths, well feigned. 

If any yet will, with particuiai sleight 

Of application, wrest what he doth write; 

And that he meant, or him, or her, will say : 

They make a libel, which he inside .1 play. 



Scene \.—A Room in Clerimont's Home. 

Enter Clerimont, making himself ready, foUeiued by his 
Page. 

CUr. Have you got the song yet perfect, I gave you, boy ? 

Page. Ves, sir. 

Cler. Let me hear it. 

Page. You shall, sir ; but i'faith let nobody else. 

Cler. ^Vhy, I pray ? 

Page. It will get you the liangerous name of a poet in town, 
sir ; bf -IJes me a perfect lieal of ill-will at tite mansion you wot 
of, whose lady is the ai^ument of it ; where now I am the 
welcomest thing under a man that comes there. 

Cler. I- think ; and above a man too, if the trutii were 
rack'd out of you. 



oy Google 



194. THE SILENT WOMAN. [act i, 

Page. No, faith, I'ff confess before, sir. Tlie gentlewomou 
play with me, and throw me on the ground, and carry mc intomy 
lady : and she kisses me with her oiled face, and puts a pcruki; 
on my head ; and asks me an I will wear her gown } and I siiy 
no ; and then she hits me a blow o' the ear, and calls me Inno- 
cent ! and lets me go, 

Cler. No marvel if the door be kept shut against your master, 

when the entrance is so easy to you well, sir, you shall go 

there no more, lest I be fain to seek your voice in my lady's 
rushes, a fortnight hence. Sing, sir. [PAGE singi. 

Slill to be neat, still to be drest— 

Enter Truewit. 

True. Why, here's the man that can melt away his time, and 
never feels it ! What between bis mistress abroad and his in^le 
at home, high fare, soft lodging, fine clothes, and his fiddle ; he 
thinks the hours have no wings, or the day no post-horse. Well, 
sir gallant, were you struck with the plague this minute, or 
condemned to any capital punishment to-morrow, you would 
begin then to think, and value every article of your time, esteem 
it at the true rate, and give all for it. 
Cler. Why, what should a mati do ? 

True. Why, nothing ; or that which, when 'tis done, is as 
idle. Hearken after the next horse-race, or hunting -match, lay 
wagers, praise Puppy, or Peppercorn, White-foot, Franklin ; 
swear upon Whitemane's party ; speak aloud, that my lords may 
hear you ; visit my ladies at night, and be able to give them the 
character of every bowler or better on the green. These be the 
things wherein your fashionable men exercise themselves, and I 
for company. 

Cler. Nay, if I have thy authority, I'll not leave yet. Come, 
the other are considerations, when we come to have grey heads 
and weak hams, moist eyes and shrunk limbs. We'll think 
on 'em then ; then we'll pray and fast. 

True.. Ay, and destine only that time of age to goodness, 
which our want of ability will not let us employ in evil ! 
Cler. Why, then, 'tis time enough. 

True. Yes j as if a man should sleep all the term, and think 
to effect his business the last day. O, Clerimont, this time, 
because it is an incorporeal thing, and not subject to sense, we 
mock ourselves the fineliest out of it, with vanity and misery 
indeed 1 not seeking an end of wretchedness, but only changing 
the matter still. 

Cler. Nay, thou 'It not leave now — ■ 

True. See but our common disease ! withwhaf justice can ^c 
complain, that great men will not look upon us, nor be a' 'ci ;;: 
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to ghe our affairs such dispatch as we expect, when we 
wiU never do it to ourselves ? not hear, nor regard ourselves ? 

Cler. Foh I thou hast read Plutarch's morals, now, or some 
such tedious fellow ; and it shews so vilely with thee ! 'fore God, 
'twill spoil thy wit utterly. Talk to me of pins, and feathers, i 
and ladies, and rushes, and such things ; and leave this Stoicity i 
alone till thou maitest sermons. \ 

True. Well, sir; if it will not take, I have learned to lose as ; 
little of my kindness as 1 can ; I'll do good to no man j 
against his will, certainly. When were you at the college ? J 
Cler: What college ? 
True. As if you knew not ! 
Cler. No, faith, I came but from court yesterday. 
True. Whj", is it not arrived there yet, the news? A new 
foundation, sir, here in the town, of ladies, that call themselves 
the cidlegiatES, an order between courtiers and country-madams, 
that live from their husbands ; and give entertainment to all the 
wits and braveries of the time, as they call them : cry down, or 
up, what they like or dislike in a brain or a fashion, with most 
masculine, or rather hermphroditical authority ; and every day 
gain to their college 5om'?new probationer. 
Cler. Who is tlie president f 

Irue. The grave and youthful matron, the Lady Haughty. 
Cler. A plague of her autumnal face.her pieced beauty ! there's 
no man can be admitted till she be ready, now-a-days, til! she 
has painted, and perfumed, and washed, and scoured, but the 
boy here j and him she wipes her oiled lips upon, like a sponge. 
1 have made a song {I pray thee hear it) on the subject. 

[Page sim^s. 
Still to be neal, still to be drest, 
As you were going 10 n fenst r 
Still to be powdered, gIlII perrunied: 
I.fldy, it is to be presumed, 
ThougU art's liid cnirses are not found, 
AU is not swwt, all is not sound. 
Give me a look, give nie a face; 
That makes simplicily a grace ; 
Robes loosely floiviug, hair as free : 
Such sweet neglect mote (akefh me, 
Than all the adult(jrie-i of art ; 
They s trike mine eyes, but nol inv heart. 

True. And I am cie.irly on the other side ; I love a good I 
dressing t>efore any beauty o' the world. Oh, a woman is then I 
like a delicate garden ; nor is there one kind of it ; she may '- 
vary every hour j t;ike often counsel of her glass, and choose the 
best. If she have good ears, shew them ; good hair, lay it out ; 
good legs, wear short clothes ; a good hand, discover it often ; 
practice any art to mend breath, cleanse teeth, repair eye-brows ; 
paint, and profess it. 
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Ckr. How ! publiely ? 

True. The doing of it, not the manner : that must be private. 
Many things that seem foul in the doing, do please done. A 
lady should indeed study her face when we think she sleeps ; 
nor. wlien the doors are shut, should men be inquiring ; all is 
sacred within, then. Is it for us to see their perukes put on, 
their false teeth, their complexion, their eyebrons, their nails? 
You see gilders will not work, but inclosed. They must not dis- 
j cover how little serves, with the help of art, to adorn a great 
■ deal. How long did the canvas hang afore Aldgate ? Were 
the people suffered to see the city's Love and Charity, while Ihey 
were rude stone, before they were painted and burnished? No ; 
no,JDDre ibnnld jiprvanlg ap proach their mjstres sps, |iiit wh pn 
th ey are complete and finis hed . 

Cler. Well saici, myTfuewit. 

T?ite. And a wise lady will keep a guard always upon the 
place, that she may do things securely, t once followed a rude 
fellow into a chamber, where the poor madam, for ha^ce, and 
troubled, snatched at her peruke to cover her bajdness ; and put 
it on the wrong way. 

CIcr. O prodigy ! 

True. And the unconscionable knave held her in compliment 
an hour with that reversed face, when ! still looked when she 
should talk from the t' other side. 

Cler. Why, thou shouldst have relieved her. 
-;» True. No, faith, 1 let her alone, as we'll let this argument, if 
you please, and pass to another. When saw you Dauphine 
Eugenie ? 

Cler. Not these three days. Shall we go to him this morning ? 
He is very rqelanchnlv, I h"ear. 

True. Sick of the uncle, is he? I met that stiff piece of 
y* formality, his uncle, yesterday, with a huge turban of niglit-caps 
■' on his head, buckled over his ears. 

C/er. Oh, that's his custom when he walks abroad. He can 

. — ' Irue. 'SoThave heard. But is the disease so ridiculous in 
him as it is made ? They say he has been upon divers treaties 
with the fish-wives and orange-women ; and articles propounded 
between them : marry, the chimney-sweepers will not be drawn 

. > Cler. '^"i_'?.fr. thfi hir<?rT?'-'V^'' : t hey stand out s tiffly . He 

cannot en3uTe a costard -monger, he swoons it ne titii oaf. 
True. Methinks a smith should be ominous. 
Cler. Or any hammer-man. Abrasier is not suffered to dwell 
in the parish, nor an armourer. He would have hanged a pew- 
terer's prentice once upon a Shrove-Tuesday's riot, for being of 
that trade, when the rest were quit. 

True. A trumpet should fright him terribly, or the hautboye^ 
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Clcr. Out of his senses. The waits of he ha e a 

pension of him not to come near that ward. Th j ou h p ac- 
lised on him one night like the beU-man, and ne e 1 f II he 
had brOQRht him down to the door with a long d a d tl ere 

left him flourishing with the air. 

Page. Wliy, sir, he hath chosen a street to lie in so narrow at 
both ends, that it will receive no coaches, nor carts, nor any of 
these common noises ; and therefore we that love him, devise to 
bring him in such as we may, now and then, for his exercise, to 
breathe him. He would grow resty else in his ease : his virtue 
would rust without action. I entreated a bearward, oiie day, to 
come down with the dogs of sonic four parishes that way, and I 
thank him he did ; and cried his games under Master Morose's 
window ; till he was sent crying away, with his head made a 
most bleeding spectacle to the multitude. And, another time, a 
fencer marching to his prize, had his drum most tragically run 
through, for taking that street in his way at my request, 

Tnie. A good wag 1 how does he for the bells ? 

Cler. Oh, in the Queen's time, he was wont to go out of town 
every Saturday at ten o'clock, or on holy day eves. But now, 
by reason of the sickness, the perpetuity of ringinghas made him 
devise a room, with double walls and treble ceilings ; the windows 
close shut and caulk'di and there he lives by candie-iight. He 
turn'd away a man, last week, for having a pair of new shoes i 
that creak'd. And this fellow waits on him now in tennis-court f, 
socks, or slippers soled with wool : and they talk each to othe? *; 
in a trunk See, who coines here 1 

Enter Sir D.\uphine Eugenie. 

Daup. How now I what ail you, sirs ? dumb ? 

True. Struck into stone, almost, I am here, with tales o' thine 
ancle. There was never such a prodigy heard of. 

Ddiip. I would you would once lose this subject, my masters, 
for my sake. They are such as you are, that have hi'ought me 
into that predicament I am with him. 

True. How is that ? 

Daup. Mary, that he will disinherit me ; no more. He thinks, 
I and my company are authors of all the ridiculous Acts and 
Monuments are told of him. 

True. 'Slid, I would be the author of more to vex him ; that 
purpose deserves it : it gives thee law of plaguing him. I'll tell 
thee what I would do. I would make a false almanack, get it 
printed ; and then have him drawn out on a coronation day to 
the Tower-wharf, and kill him with the noise of the ordnance. 
Disinherit thee ! he cannot, man. Art not thou next of blood, 
his sister's son ? 
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True. How! that's a more portent, 
and will venture on a wife ! 

Cler. Yes : why thou art a stranger, it seems, to his best ttick, 

I yet. H e has employed a fellow th is half year all over England 
to hearken him out a dumb worajin ; be she of any form, or any 
quality, so she he able to beair children : her silence is dowry 
enough, he says. 

Trus, But I trust to God he has found none. 

Cier. No ; but he has heard of one that's lodged in the neKt 
street to him, who is exceedingly soft-spoken ; thrifty of her 
speech ; that spends but six words a day. And her he 's about 
now. and shall have her. 

True. Is 't possible ! who is his agent in the business ? 

Cler. Marry, a barber, one Cutbeard ; an honest fellow, one 
that tells Dauphine all here, 
[I True. Why, you oppress me with wonder ; a woman, and a 

barber, and love no noise I 
' Cler. Yes, faith. The fellow trims him silently, and has not 
the knack with his shears or his fingers, and that continence in 
a barber he thinks so eminent a virtue, as it has made him chief 
of his counsel. 

True. Is the barber to be seen, or the wench ? 

Cler. Yes, that they are. 

True. I prithee, Dauphine, let's go thither. 

Daup. I have some business now : I cannot, i' faith. 

True. You shall have no business shall make you neglect this, 
sir : we '11 make her talk, believe it ; or, if she will not, we can 
give out at least so much as shall interrupt the treaty ; we will 
break it. Thou art bound in conscience, when he suspects thee 
without cause, to torment him. 

Daup. Not 1, by any means. I'll give no suffrage to 't. He 
shall never have that plea against me, that I opposed the least 
phant'sy of his. Let it lie upon my stars to be guilty, I'll be 
innocent. 

True. Ves, and be poor, and beg ; do, innocent : when some 
groom of his has got him an heir, or this barber, if he himself 
cannPt. Innocent ! I prithee, Ned, where lies she? let him be 
innocent still. 

Cler. Why, right over against the barber's ; in the house 
where Sir John Daw lies. 

True. You do not mean to confound me ! 

Ckr. Why? 

True. Does he that would marry her know so inuch p 

Cler. I cannot tell. 

True. 'Twere enough of imputation to her with him. 

Cler. Why ? 

Tnie. The only talking sir in the town ! Jack Ua\v! and he 
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toach liei' not to speak ! God be wi' you. I have some busi- 

Cler. Will yoii not go tbither, then ? 
Trtic. Not with the danger to meet Daw, fof mine ears. 
Cler. Why, I thought you two had been upon \'ery good terms. 
True. Yes, of keeping distance. 

Cler. They say, he is a very good scholar. • 

True. Ay, and he saya it first, A plague on him, a fellow that I ■ 

pretends only to learning, buys titles, and nothing else of books | 

Cler. The world reports him to be very learned. 

Trus. I am sorry the world should so conspire to belie him. 

Cler. Good faith, I have heard very good things come 
from. him. 

True. You may ; there's none so desperately ignorant to deny 
that : would they were his own ! God be wi' you, gentlemen ! 
{Exit hastily. 

Cler. This is very abnipt ! 

Daup. Come, you a:e a strange open man, to tell everything 

Cler. Why, believe it, Dauphine, Truewit 's a very honest 
fellow. 

Daup. I think no other : but this frank nature of his is not 
for secrets. 

Cler. Nay, then, you are mistaken, Dauphine : I know where 
he has been well trusted, and discharged the trust very trjly, 
and heartily. 

Daup. I contend not, Ned ; but with the fewer a business is 
carrieJ, it is ever the safer. Now we are alone, if you'll go 
thither, I am for you. 

Cler. When were you there ? 

Daup. Last night ; and such a Decameron of sport fallen out ! 
Boccace never thought of the like. Daw does nothing but court 
her ; and the wrong way. He would have her, and praises 
her modesty ; desires that she would talk and be free, and com- 
mends her silence in verses ; which he reads, and swears are the 
best that ever man made. Then rails at his fortunes, stamps, 
and mutines, why he is not made a counsellor and called to 
affairs of state. 

Cler. I pr'thee let's go. I would fain partake this.— Some 
water, boy. S^Exit Page. 

Daup. We ate invited to dinner together, he and I, by oiie 
that came thither to him, Sir La-Foolc. 

Cler. Oh, that's a precious mannikin ! 

Daup. Do you know him.'' 

Cler. Ay, and he will know you too, if e'er he saw you but 
once, though you should meet him at church in the midst of 
prayers. He is one of the braveries, though he be none of the 
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wits. Hewili salute a judge upon the bench, and a bishop in the 
ptilpit, a lawyer when he is pleading at the bar, and a lady ivhen 
she is dancing in a masque, and put her out. He does give 
plays and suppers, and invites his guests to them, aloud, out of 
his window, as they ride by in coaches. He has a lodging in the 
Strand for the purpose ; or to watch when ladies are gone to the 
china-houses or the Exchange, that he may meet them by 
chance, and give them presents — some two or three hundred 
pounds' worth of toys — -to bs laughed at. He is never without 3 
spare banquet, or sweet-meats in his chamber, for their women 
to alight at, and come up to for a bait. 

Daup. Encellent ' He was a fine youth last night, but now 
he is much finer ! What is his Christian name ?— 1 have 

Re-enter Page. 

Chr. Sir Amorous La-Foole. 

Page. The gentleman is here below that owns that name, 

Ckr. 'Heart, he's come to invite me to dinner, I hold my 
life. 

Daup. Like enough : prithee, let's have him up. 

Cler. Boy, marshal him. 

Page. With a truncheon, sir? 

Clei. Away, I beseech you. \_Exil Page.] I'll make him tell 
us his pedigree now ; and what meat he has to dinner ; and who 
are his guests ; and the whole course of his fortunes, with a 

Enter Sir Amorous La-Foole. 
La-F. 'Save, dear Sir Dauphine ! honoured Master Cleri- 

Clcr. Sir Amorous ! you have very much honested my lodg- 
ing with your presence. 

La-F. Good faith, it is a fine lodging : almost as delicate a 
lodging as mine. 

Cler. Not so, sir. 

La-F. Excuse me, sir, if it were in the Strand, I assure you. 
I am come. Master Clerimont, to entreat you to wait upon two 
or three ladies, to dinner, to-day. 

Cler. How, sir ! wait upon them ? Did you ever see me carry 
dishes .' 

.1 La-F. No, sir, dispense with me ; I meant, to bear them 
company. 

Cler. Oh, that I will, sir. The doubtfulness of your phrase, 
believe it, sir, would breed you a quarrel once an hour, with the 
terrible boys, if you should but keep them fellowship a day. 

La-F. It should be extremely against my will, sir, if 1 con^ 
tested with any man. 
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Chr. I believe it, sir. Where hold you your feast? 

La-F. At Tom Otter's, sir. 

Daup. Tom Otter I what's he ? 

La-F. Captain Otter, sir ; he is a kind of gamester, but he 
has had command both by sea and by land, 

Daup. Oh, then he is animal amphibium ? 

La-F. Ay, sir ; his wife was the rich chinawoman, that the 
courtiers visited so often; that gave the rare entertainment. 
She commands all at home. 

Cler. Then she is Capt ain Otter. 

La-F. Yetr^ay very welt, sir; she is my kinswoman, a. 
La-Foole by the mother-side, and will invite any great ladies fori 
my sake. I 

Daup. Not of the La.Fooles of Essex? 1 

La-F. No, sir, the La-Fooles of London. y 

Cler. Now )\e 's in . [Aside. 

La-F.'lh^y all come out of our house, the La-Fooles of theV 
north, the La-Fooies of the west, the La-Fooies of the east and 
south — we are as ancient a family as any is in Europe — but I 
myself am descended lineally of the French La-Fooles — and, we 
do bear for our coat yellow, or or, checker'd azure, and gules, 
and some tliree or four colours more, which is a very noted coat, 
and has, sometimes, been solemnly worn by divers nobility of, 
our house — but let that go, antiquity is not respected now. — I ( 
had a brace of fat does sent me, gentlemen, and half a dozen of 
pheasants, a dozen or two of god-wits, and some other fowl, 
which I would have eaten, while they ate good, and in good 
company i^there will be a great lady or two, my Lady Haughty, 
my Lady Centaure, Mistress Dol Mavis— and they come o' 

Eurpose to see the Silent gentlewoiiian, Mistress Epiecene, that 
onest Sir John Daw has promised to bring thither — and then 
Mistress Tnisty, my lady's woman, will be there too, and this 
honourable knight, sir Dauphine, with youi-self. Master Cleti- 
niont — and we'll be very metry, and have fiddlers, and dance. — 
I have been a mad wag in my time, and have spent some crowns 
since I was a page in court, to my Lord Loftj-, and after, my 
lady's gentleman-usher, who got me knighted m Ireland, since 
it pleased my eider brother to die. — I had as fair a gold jerkin 
on that day, as any worn in the island voyage, or at Cadiz, none 
dispraised ; and I came over in it hither, showed myself to my 
friends in court, and after went down to my tenants in the 
country, and surveyed my lands, let new leases, took their money, 
spent it in the eye o' the land here, upon ladies ; and now I can 
take up at my pleasure. 

Daup. Can you lake up ladies, sir? 

Cler. Oh, let him breathe, he has not recovered. 

Daup. Would 1 were your half in that commodity ! 

La-F. No, sir, excuse me ; I meant money, which can take 
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up anything. I have anothei* guest or two to invite, and say as 
much to, gentlemen. 1 '11 take my leave ahruplly, in hope you 
will not fail Your servant. [Exit. ' 

Daup. We will not fail you, sir precious La-Foole ; but she 
shall, that your ladies come to see, if I have credit nfore Sir 
Daw. 

Ckr. Did you ever hear such a wind-sucker, as this ? 

Daitp. Or such a rook as the other, that will betray his mis- 
tress to be seen ; Come, 'tis time we prevented it. 

Clei: Go. \Excunt. 



Scene \.—A Room in MorOSe's House, 

Enter Morose, with a tube in his hand, followed by Mute, 

Mor. Cannot I, yet, find out a more compendious method ihan 
by this trunk, to save my servants the labour of speech, and 
mine ears the discords of sounds ? Let me see : all discourses 
but my own afflict me ; they seem harsh, impertinent, and irk- 
some. Is it not possible that thou shouldst answer me by signs, 
and I apprehend thee, fellow? Speak not, though I question 
you. You have taken the ring off from the street door, as I 
bade you f answer me rot by speech, but by silence ; unless it 
be otherwise [Mute makes a leg,] — very good. And you have 
fastened on a thick quilt, or flock-bed on the outside of the 
door; that if they knock with their da^ers, or with brick-batSt 
they can make no noise P— Bui with your leg. your answer, 
unless it be otherwise, [makes a le^^."] — Very good. This is not 
only fit modesty in a servant, but good state and discretion in a 
master. And you have been with Cutbeard the barber, to have 
him come to me? {nuikes a k;^.) — Good. And, he will come 
presently? Answer me not but with your leg, unless ii be 
otherwise : if it be otherwise, shake your head or shrug, {makes 
a lei''.)—So ! Your Italian and Spaniard are wise in these: and 
it is a frugal and comely gravity. How long will it lie ere 

. Cutbeard come ? Stay; if an hour, hold up your whole hand; 

; if half an hour, two fingers ; if a quarter, one ; \ho/iis up a finger 
fe;/A]— Good ; half a quarter? 'tis weU. And have you given 
him a key, to come in without knocking ? — [makes a /^^]— good. 
And, is the lock oiled, and the hinges, to-day ? — [makes a leg:} — 
good. And the quilting of the stairs nowhere worn out and 
bare ?— [wju^^j a leg.]— Very good. I see, by much doctrine 
and impulsion, it may be effected ; stand by. The Turk, in 
this divine discipline, is admirable, exceeding ail the potentates 
of the earth ; still waited on by mutes: and all his commands 
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so executed ; yea, even in the war, as 1 have heard, and in his 
marches, most of his charges and directions given by signs, and , 
■with silence ; an exquisite art 1 and I am heartily ashamed, and i 
angry oftentimes, that the princes of Christendom should suffer i 
a barbarian to transcend them in so high a point of felicity. I j 
will practise it hereafter. — \A horn -winded within '\ — How now? | 
oh ! oh ! what villain, what prodigy of mankind is that ? look. — 
lExit Mute.]— [.ffi)?r« agtti'n.'] — Oh ! cut his throat, cut his 
throat I what murderer, hell-hound, devil can this be .■' 

Re-enter MUTE. 

Mute. It is a post from the court 

Mor. Out, rogue ! and must thou blow thy horn toq_? 
Mute. Alas, it is ct post from the court, sir, that says, he must 
speak with you, pain of death — 
Mor. Pain of thy life, be silent ! 

Enter Truewit -with a posl-korn, and a halter in his hand. 

Trite. By your leave, sir ; — I am a stranger here : — Is your 
name Master Morose .' is your name Master Morose .'' Fishes ! 
Pythagoreans all! This is strange. What say you, sir? 
nothing ! Has Harpocrates been here with his club, among 
you? Well, sir, I will believe you to be the man at this time : 
I will venture upon you, sir. Your friends at court commend 
them to you, sir- — ■ 

Mor. Oh men ! Oh manners ! was there ever such an impu- 
dence ? 

True. And are extremely solicitous for you, sir. 

Mor. Whose knave are )'ou ? 

True. Mine own knave, and your compeer, sir. 

Mor. Fetch me my sword 

True. You shall taste the one half of my dagger, if you do, 
groom ; and you the other, if you stir, sir ; Be patient, 1 charge 
you, in the king's name, and hear me without insurrection. They 
say, you are to marry ; to marry ! do you mark, sir .' 

Mor. How then, rude companion ! 

True. Marry, your friends do wonder, sir, the Thames being 
so near, wherein you may drown, so handsomely ; or London 
bridge at a low fall, with a fine leap, to hurry you doivn the 
stream ; or, such a delicate steeple in the town, as Bow, to vault 
from ; or, a braver height, as Paul's : Or, if you affected to 
do it nearer home, and a shorter way, an excellent garret window 
into the street ; or, a beam in the said garret, with this halter — 
\sho-ws him the /M/frj-J^which they have sent, and desire, that 
you would sooner commit your grave head to this knot, than to 
the wedlock tioose ; or, take a little sublimate, and go out of the 
world like a rat ; or, a fly, as one said, with a Straw in your body : 
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anyway, rather than follow this goblin Matrimony. Aks, sir, 
do you ever think to find a chaste wife in these times ? now ? 
when there are so many masques, plays, Puritan preachings, 
mad folks, and other strange sights to be seen daily, private and 
public ? If you had lived in king Etheldred's time.sir, or Edward 
the Confessor, you might, perhaps, have found one in some cold 
country hamlet, then, a dull frosty wench, would have been 
contented with one man ; now, they will as soon be pleased with 
one leg, or one eye. I '11 tell you, sir, the monstrous haiards 
you shall run with a wife. 

Mor. Good sir, have I ever cozened any friends of yours 
of theif land ? bought their possessions? taken forfeit of their 
mortgage? begged a reversion from them? bastarded their 
issue ? What have I done, that may deserve this ? 

True. Nothing, sir, that ! know, but your itch of marriage. 

Mor. Why, if I had made an assassinate upon your father, 
vitiated your mother, ravished your sisters— — - 

True. I would kill you, sir, I would kill you, if you had. 

" ■. Why, you do more in this, sir ; it were a vengeance 
■ t tl t Id b d t d tl t 
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that you marry her dowry, not her, she'll reign m your house as 
imperious as a widow. If noble, all her kindred will be your 
tyrants. If fruitful, as proud as May, and humorous as April ; 
she must have her doctors, her midwives, her nurses, her 
longings every hour; though it be for the dearest morsel of 
man. If learned, there was never such a parrot ; ail your 
patrimony will be too little for the guests that must be invited to 
hear her speak Latin and Greek ; and you must lie with her in 
those languages too, if you will please her. If precise, you 
must feast all the silenced brethren, once in three days ; salute 
the sisters ; entertain the whole family or wood of them ; and 
hear long-winded exercises, singings, and "catechisings, which 
you are not given to, and yet must give for; to please the 
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before : I come not to persuade ynii. (Mute is sUaling a-way.) K 
— Upon my faith, master serving-man, if you do siir, [ will beat \ 

Mor. Oh, what is my sin ! what is my sin ! 

True. Then, if you love your wife, or rather dote on her. sir ; 

Oh, how she'll torture you, and take pleasure in you . 

you shall lie with her but when she lists; she will not hurt (lei 
beauty, her complexion ; or it must be for that jewel, or that 
pearl, when she does: every half hour's pleasure must be bought 
anew, and with the same pain and charge you wooed her at first. 
Then you must keep what servants she please ; what company she 
will ; that friend must not visit you without her licence ; and him 
she loves most, she will seem to hate eagerliest, to decline your 
jealousy ; or, feign to be jealous of you first ; and for that cause 
go live with her she-friend, or cousin at the 'college, that can 
instruct her in all the mvsteries of writing letters, corrupting 
servants, laming spies ; where she must have that rich gown lor 
such a greai day ; a new one for the next ; a richer for the third ; 
be served in silver ; have the chamber filled with a succession of 
grooms, footmen, ushers, and other messengers ; besides embroi- 
dereis, jewellers, tiie-women, serapsters, fealhermen, perfumers ; 
whilst she feels not how the land drops away, nor the acres 
melt i nor foresees the change, when the rnercer has your woods 
for her velvets ; never weighs what her pride costs, sir ; so she 
may kiss a page, or a smooth chin that has the despair of a 
beard ; be a stateswoman, know all the news, what was done at 
Salisbury, what at the Bath, what at court, what in progress ; or, 
so she may censure poets, and authors, and styles, and compare 
them ; Daniel with Spenser, Jonson with the t' other youth, and 
so forth ; or be thought cunning in controversies, or the very 
knots of divinity : and have often in her mouth the state of 
the question ; and then skip to the mathematics, and demonstra- 
tion : and answer in religion to one, in state to another, in folly 
to a third. 

Mor. Oh, oh ! 

True. All this is very true, sir. And then her going in dis- 
guise to that conjurer, and this cunning woman : where the first 
question is, how soon you shall die f Next, if her present servant 
loveher? Next,if sheshallhaveanewservant? Andhowmany? 
Which of the family would make the best go-between, male 
or female ? What precedence she shall have by her next match ? 
And sets down the answers, and believes them above the scrip- 
tures. Nay, perhaps she'll study the art. 

Mor. Gentle sir, have you done ? Have you had your pleasure 
pf me ? I '11 think of these things. 
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Tnie. Yes, sir : and then comes reeking home of vapour and 
sweat, with going a foot, and lies in a month of a new face, all 
oil and birdlime ; and rises in asses' milk, and is cleansed witli 
3 new fucus : God be wi' you, sir. One thing mote, which I 
had almost forgot. This too, with whom you are to matry, may 
have made a conveyance of her vit^inity ^forehand, as your wise 
widows do of their states, before they niarry, in trust to some 
friend, sir ; Who can tell ? Or if she have not done it yet, she 
may do, upon the wedding-day, or the night before, and ante- 
date you. The like has been heard of in nature. 'Tis no 
devised, impossible thing, sir. God be wi' you : I'll be bold to 
leave this rope with you, sir, for a remembrance. — Farewell, 
Mute I \_Exit. 

Mor. Come, have me to my chamber : but first rhut the door. 
[Truewit winds the horn without.'} Oh, shut the door, shut 
the door ! Is he come again ? 

Enlc-r CUTBEABD. 

Cut. 'Tis I, sir, your barber. 

Mor. Oh, Cutbeard, Cutbeard, Cutbeard ! Iiete has been a 
cut-throat with me ; help me into my bed, and give me physic 
with thy counsel. {Exeunt. 

SCEME \\.—A Room in SiR JOHN D.-vVg House. 
Enter Daw, Clerimont, DAtjPHiNE and F.picrEyE. 

Daw. Nay, and she will, let lier refuse at her own charges ; 
'tis nothing to me, gentlemen : but she will not be invited to the 
like feasts or guests every day. 

Ckr. Oh, by no means, she may not refuse— — to stay at 
home, if you love your reputation : 'Slight, you are inviied 
thither o' the purpose to be seen, and laughed at by the iady of 
the college, and her shadows. This trumpeter hath proclaimed 
you. \Aside to Epi. 

Daiip. You shall not go ; let him be laughed at in your slead, 
for not bringing you : and put him to his extemporal faculty of 
fooling and talking loud, to satisfy the company. {Aside to Epe. 
. CUr. He will suspect us ; talk aloud. 'Prny mistress 
Epiccene, let's see your verses ; we have Sir John Daw's leave ; 
do not uonceal your servant's merit, and your own glories. 

Epi. They'll prove my servant's glories, if you have his leave 

Daup. His vain-glories, lady ! 

Daw. Show them, show Ihsm, mistress ; I dare own them. 

Epi. Judge you, what gioiies. 
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Daw. Nay, I'll read them myself too : an authoi" must recile 
his own works. It is a madrigal of Modesty. 
" Modest and fair, for fair and good are near 

Neighbours, howe'er," — 
Daup. Very good, 
Ckr. Ay, is 't not ? 

Daw. " No noble virtue ever was alone, 
But two in one." 
Daup. Excellent 1 
Cler. That again, I pray, Sir John. 
Daup. It has something in 't like rare wit and sense. 
Ckr. Peace. 

Daw. " No noble virtue ever was alone, 
But two in one. 
Then, when I praise sweet modesty, I praise 
Bright beauty's rays : 
And having praised both beauty and modesty, 

I iMtve praised thee." (/ 

Daup. Admirable ! • 

Ckr. How it chimes, and cries tink in the close, divinely I 
Daup. Ay, 'tis Seneca. . 

Qer. No, I think 'tis Plutarch. . .i 

Daw. The dor on Plutarch and Seneca 1 I hate it : they are f 

mine own imaginations, by that light. 1 wonder } those fellows I 

have such credit with gentlemen. j 

Ckr. They are very grave authors. 

Daw. Grave asses ! mere essayists : A few loose sentences, 

and that 's all. A man would tailc so, his whole age : I do utter 

as good things every hour, if they were collected and observed,' 

as either of them, 

Daup. Indeed, Sir John I 

C/tT". He must needs ; living among the wits and braveries 

Daup. Ay, and being president of them, as he is. 

Daw. There's Aristotle, a mere common-place fellow ; I 
Plato, a discourser ; Thucydides and Livy, tedious and dry ; t , 
Tacitus, an entire knot : sometimes wordi the untying, very V 
seldom. 

Ckr. What do you think of the poets, Sir John ? 

Daw. Not worthy to be named for authors. Homer, an old 
tedious, proiix ass, talks of curriers and chines of beef;| 
Virgil, of dunging of land, and bees ; Horace, of I know not 

Cfer. I think so, 
, Daw. And so, Pindarus, Lycophron, Anacreon, Catullus, 
Seneca the tragedian, Lucan, Propertius, Tibullus, Martial, 
Juvenal, Ausonius, Statius, Politian, Valerius Flaccus, and the 
rest 
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C/^r. What.a_sacj£iiillof iheir.naines.Jie.has^ot ! 

Daup. And how he pours them out! Politian with Valerius 

CUr. Was not the character right of him ? 

Daup. As could be made, i'faith. 

Daw. And Persius, a crabbed coxcomb, not to be endured- 

Daup. Why, whom do you account for authors, Sir John 

Daw. Syntagma juris civilis ; Corpus juris civilis ; Corpus 
jm-is canonici ; the King of Spain's bible 

Daup. Is the King of Spain's bible an author ? 

Cler. Yes, and Syntagma. 

Daup. What was that Syntagma, sir? 

Daw. A civil lawyer, a Spaniard. 

Daup. Sure, Corpus was a Dutchman. 

CUr. Ay, both the Corpuses, I knew 'em : they were very 
corpulent authors. 

Daw. And then there 's VataUus, Pomponatius, Symancha ; 
, the other are not to be received, within the tliought of a 
scholar. 

Daup. 'Fore God, you have a simple learned servant, lady,^ 
Us^tiiies;. [Atiiie. 

CUr. I wonder that he is not called to the helin, and made a 
counsellor. 

Daup. He is one extraordinary, 

CUr. Nay, but in ordinary : to say truth, the state wants 

Daup. Why, that will follow. 

CUr. I muse a mistress can be so silent to the dotes of such a 
servant. 

Daw. 'Tis her virtue, sir. I have written somewhat of her 
silence too. 
Daup. In verse. Sir John? 
CUr. What else f 

Daup. Why, how can you justify your own being of a poet, 
that so slight all the old poets? 
\ Daw. Why, every man that writes in verse is not a poet ; you 
J have of the wits that write verses, and yet are no poets ; they 
i are poets that live by it, the poor fellows that live by it. 

Daup. Why, would not you live by your verses. Sir John ? 
Ckr. No, 'twere pity he should, A knight live by his verses ! 
he did not make them to that end, I hope, 

Daup. And yet the noble Sidney lives by his, and the noble 
family not ashamed. 

Cler. Ay, he profest himself ; but Sir John Daw has more 
caution : he '11 not hinder his own rising in the state so much. 
Do yo\( think he will? Your verses, good Sir John, and no 
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Daw. " Silence in woman, 15 like speech in man ; 

Deny 't who can." 
Daup. Not I, believe it ; your reason, sir. 
DaTu. '' Nor is 't a tale. 

That female vice should be a virtue male, 
Or masculine vice a female virtue be : 
You shall it see 
Proved with increase ; 
I know to speak, and she to hold her peace." 
Do you conceive me, gentlemen.'' 
Daup. No, failh ; how mean you with increase, Sir John ? 
Daiv. Why, with increase is, when I court her for the com- 
mon cause of mankind, and she says nothing, but consentire 
nidetur ; and in time is gravida. 

Daup. Then this is a ballad of procreation ? 
Cler. A madrigal of procreation ; you mistake. 
Epi. 'Pray give me my verses again, servant. 
Daw. If you'll ask them aloud, you shall. 

IWa/ks aside ■with the papers. 

Enter Truewit imth his horn. 

Cler. See, here's Tniewit again !— Where hast thou been, in 
the name of madness, thus accoutred with thy horn? 

True. Where the sound of it might have pierced your senses 
■with gladness, had you been in ear-reach of it. . Dauphine, fall 
down and worship me ; I have forbid the banns, lad : I have 
been with thy virtuous uncle, and have broke the match. 

Daup. You have not, 1 hope. 

True. Yes, faith ; an thou should'st hope otherwise, I should 
repent me : this horn got me entrance ; kiss it, I had no other way 
to get in, but by feigning to be a post ; but when I got in once, I 
proved none, but ratlier the contrary, turned him into a post, 
or a stone, or what is stiffer, with thundering into him the 
incommodities of a wife, and the miseries of marriage. If ever 
Gorgon were seen in the shape of a woman, he hath seen her 
in my description ; I have put him off o' that scent forever. Why 
do you not applaud and adore me, sirs ? Why stand you mute ? 
Are you siupid ? You are not worthy of the benefit. 

Daup. Did not 1 tell you ? Mischief ! 

Cler. I would you had placed this benefit somewhere else. 

Tfue. Why so? 

Cler. 'Slight, you have done the most inconsiderate, rash, 
weak thing, that ever man did to his friend. 

Daup. Friend ! If the most malicious enemy I have, had . 
studied to inflict an injury upon me, it could not be a greater. 

True. Wherein, for God's sake ? Gentlemen, come to your- 
selves again. 
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Daup. But I presaged thus much afore to you. 

CUr. Would my hps had been soldered when I spake on 't ! 
'Slight, what moved you to be thus impertinent ? 

True. My masters, do not put on this strange face to pay my 
courtesy ; off with this vizor. Have good turns done you, and 
thank 'em this way ! 

Daup. 'Fore heavea, you have undone me. That which I 
have plotted for, and been maturing now these four months, you 
have blasted in a minute : Now I am lost, I may speak. This 
gentlewoman was lodged here by me o" purpose, and, to be put 
' upon my uncle, hath profest this obstinate silence for my sake ; 
being my entire friend, and one that for the requital of such a 
fortune to marry him, would have made me very ample con- 
ditions ; where now, all my hopes are utterly miscarried by this 
unlucky accident. 

Cler. Thus 'tis when a man will be ignorantly officious, do 
services, and not know his why ; I wonder what courteous itch 
possestyou. You never did absurder part in your life, nor a 
greater trespass to friendship or humanity. 

Daup. Faith, you may forgive it best ; 'twas your cause 
principally, "'' 

Ckr. I know it ; would it had not. 

Enter CUTBEARD. 

Daup. How now, Cutbeard! what news? 

Cut. The best, the happiest that ever was, sir. There has 
been a^^jrraH gpntlpni a n wjih yn|ii- iirji-lp this morning, {seeing 
TRUEWif!] — i think this be the gentleman— that has almost 
talked him out of his wits, with threatening him from marriage— 

Daup. On, I prithee. 

Cut. And your uncle, sir, he thinks 'twas done by your pro- 
curement ; therefore he will see the party you wot of presently ; 
and if he like her, he says, and that she be so inclining to dumb 
as I have told him, he swears he will marry her to-day, instantly, 
and not defer it a minute longer. 

Daup. Excellent I Beyond our expectation I 

True. Beyond our expectation ! By this light, I knew it 
would be thus, 

Daup. Nay, sweet Truewit, forgive me. 

True. No, 1 was ignorantly officious, impertinent; this was 
the absurd, weak part. 

CUr. Wilt thou ascribe that to merit now, was mere fortune ! 

True. Fortune ! mere providence. Fortune had not a finger 
in't. I saw it must necessarily in nature fall out so : my genius 
is never false to me in these things. Show me how it could be 

Dnup. Nay, gentlemen, contend not ; 'tis well noiv. 
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True, ^las, I let him go on with inconsideraU, and rash, 
and what he pleased. 
Chr. Awiiy, th"'"i Ttr'i iiri' ji iTritT-- ^' i^-y'-'-'f 'r i hr '"''•'"■ '''"1 

tlii;iii wprf, hy fhn c.ve:x\\ \ 

True. Event 1 By this light, thoii shalt iiever persii^ide me, 
but 1 foresaw it as well as the stars themselves. 

Daup. Nay, gentlemen, 'tis well now. Do you two entertiln 
Sir John Daw with discourse, while I send her away witli 



Ti lie, I 'li be acquainted with her first, by your favour. 

Clef. Master Truewit, lady, a friend of ours. 

True. I am sorry I have not known you sooner, lady, to cele- 
brate this rare virtue of your silence. 

\Exetmt Daup. Epi. and Cutbeard. 

Cler. Faith, an you had come sooner, you should ba\'e seen 
and heard her well-celebrated in Sir John Daw's madrigals. 

True, [advances to Daw.] Jaclt Daw, God save you 1 when 
saw you La-Foole? 

Daw. Not since last night, Master Truewit. 

True. That's a miracle ! I thought you two had been in- 
separable. 

Daw. He's gone to invite his guests. 

True. 'Odso I 'tis true 1 What a false memory have 1 towards 
that man ! I am one ; I met him e ven n ow, upon that he calls 
his delicate fine black horse, rid into toam, with posting from 
place to place, and person to person, to give them the cue ' 

Cler. Lest they should forget ? 

True. Yes, there was never poor captnin took more pains at a 
muster to show men, than he, at this meal, to show friends. , 

Daw. It is his quarter-feast, sir. 

Cler. What 1 do you say so, Sir John ? 

True. Nay, Jack Daw will not be out, at the best friends he 
has, to the talent of his wit, Where's his mistress to hear and 
applaud him ? Is she gone ? 

Daw. Is Mistress Epiccene gone? 

Cler. Gone afore, with Sir Dauphine, I warrant, to the place. 

True. Gone afore I That were a manifest injury, a disgrace 
and a half; to refuse him at such a festival-time as this, Ijeiiig 
a bravery, and a wit too ! 

Chr. Tut, hell swallow it like cream ; he's better read in 
jure chilli than to esteem anything a disgrace, is offered him from 
a mistress, 

Daiv. Nay, let her e'en go ; she shall sit alone, and be dumb 
in "her chamber a week together, for John Daw, I warrant her, 
Dqes she refuse me ? 

i,ler. No, sir, do not lake it so to heart ; she does not refuse 
you, " 
blar 
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True. Sir, she does refuse him palpably, however you inince 
i(. An 1 were as he, 1 wjuld swear to speak ne'er a,word Jo her 
to-day for't. 

Daw. By this light, no more I will not. 

True. Nor to anybody else, sir. 

Daw. Nay, 1 will not say so, gentlemen. 

Cler. It had been an excellent happy condition for the com- 
pany, if you could have drawn him to it. [AsiiL: 

Ditjci. I'll be very melancholy, i'fmth. 

Cler. As a dog, if I were as you. Sir John. 

True. Or a snail, or a hog-louse : I would roll myself up for 
this day ; in troth, they should not unwind me. 

Daw. By this pick-tooth, so I will. 

Cler. 'Tis well done ; he begins already to be angry with his 
teeth. 

Daw. Will you go, gen.tlemen ? 

Cler. Nay, you must walk alone, if you fae right melancholy, 
Sir John. 

True. Yes, sir, we '11 dog you, we 'li follow you afar off. 

iEx.'i Daw. 

Cler. Was there ever such a two yards of knighthood measured 
out by time, to be sold to laughter.' 

True. A mere talking mole, hang him ! no mushroom was 
ever so fresh. A fellow so utterly nothing, as he knows not 
what he would be. 

Cler. Let's follow him: but first let's go to Dauphine, he's 
hovering about the house to hear what news. 

Tme. Content. [Exeunt. 



Scene l\\.—A Room in MORO.SE's Housn. 



Mor. Welcome, Cutbeard ! draw near with your fair charge ; 
and in her ear sodly entreat her to Unmask, [Epi. takes off her 
mask^ — So ! Is the door shut ? [MUTE makes a /.;t-.J — Enough. 
Now, Cutbeard, with the same discipline I use to'my family, I 
will question you. As I conceive, Cutbeard, this gentlewoman 
is she you have provided, and brought, in hope she will fit me 
in the place and person of a wife ? Answer me not but with 
your leg, unless it be otherwise : [Cut. makis a /^^.]— Very 
well done, Cutbeard. I conceive besides, Cutbeard, you have 
been pre-acquainted with her birth, education, and qualities, or 
else you would not prefer her to my acceptance, in the weigiity 
consequence of marriage. ^Makes a lee^ — This \ conceive, 
Cutbeard. Answer me not but with your leg, unless it be other- 
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wise. [Bows agaiit-l — Very ivell done, Cutbeard. Give aside 
now a little, •="'l"' y '"' iif tnr'— — '"" harn-im^iHfi fi^ and aptitude 
to my affection. [Goes about hi:r and views Aer.} — Slie is 
exceeding fair, and ofa special good ikitoiit-i a sweet composition 
or harmony of_]isib5 ! ^^r temper of beauty has the true height 
of niy^TilooJ. The knave halh exceedingly well fitted me 
without : I will now try her within.— Come near, fair gentle- 
woman ; let not my behaviour seem rude, though unto you, 
being rare, it may haply appear strange. [Epiccene curisies.} 
Nay, lady, you may speak, though Cutbeard and my man might 

thp j iirt lr . ii[T th i-if mipc fiftig. I bescech you, say, lady ; out of 
the first fire of meeting eyes, they say, love is stricken : do you 
feel any such motion suddenly shot into you, from any part you 
see in me? ha, ladjf? [Epi. ear/sres.']~Alas, lady, these 
answers by silent curtsies from you are too eourtless and simple. 
I have ever had my breeding in court ; and she that shall be my 
wife, must be accomplished with courtly and audacious orna- 
ments. Can you sp^k, lady ? 

Epi. [softfy.'] Judge you, forsooth. 

Mor. What say you, lady.' .Speak out, I beseech you. 

Epi. Judge you, forsooth. 

Mor. On my judgment, a divine softness 1 But can you 
naturally, lady, as 1 enjoin these by doctrine and industry, reftr 
yourseU to the search of my judgment, and, not taking pleasure 
in your tongue, which is a woman's chiefest pleasure, think it / 
plausible to answer me by silent gestures, so long as nyt speeches ' 
lump right with what you conceive ? [EPl. eurlsies^^ Excellent ! 
divine' if it were possible she should hold out thus! — Peace, 
Cutbeard, thou art made for ever, as thou hast made me, if this 
felicity have lasting ; but i will try her further. Dear lady, I 
im courtly, I tell you, and I must .have mine ears banquetted 
*ith pleasant and witty conferences, pretty giids, scoffs, and 
dalliance in her that 1 mean to choose for my bed-fere. The 
ladies in court think it a most desperate impair to their quickness 
of wit, and good carriage, if they cannot give occasion for a 
man to court 'em ; and when an amorous discourse is set on 
foot, minister as good matter to continue it, as himself: And 
do you alone so much differ from all them, that what they, with 
so much circumstance, affect and toil for, to seem learned, to y 
seem judicious, to seem sharp and conceited, you can bury in 
yourself with silence, and rather trust your graces to the fair 
conscience of virtue, than to the world's or ;our own proclama- 

Epi. Isoftly.] I should be sorry else. 

Mor. What say you, lady ? good lady, speak out. 

Epi. 1 should be sorry else. 

Mor. That sorrow doth fill me with gladness, O Morose, 
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thovi ^it liappy above maDkind ! pray that thou mayest contain 
thyself. I will only put her to it once more, and it shall be with 
the utiiiost touch and test of their se^. But hear me, fair lady ; 
I da also love to see her whom I shall choose for my heifer, to 
be the first and principal in all fashions, precede all the dames 
at court by a fortnight, have coimcil of tailors, lineners, lace- 
women, embroiderers ; and sit with them sometimes twice a day 
upon French intelligences, and then come forth varied like 
nature, or oftener than she, and better by the help of art, her 
emulpus servant. This do I affect ; and how will you Se able, 
lady, with this frugality of speech, to give the manifold but 
necessary instructions for that bodice, these sleeves, those skirts, 
this cut, that stitch, this emljroidery, that lace, this wire, those 
knots, that ruff, those roses, this girdle, that fan, the t'other 
scarf, these gloves ? Ha, what say you, lady ? 

Epi. \ioJtly.\ 1 '11 leave it to yoii, sir, 

Mor. How, lady ,'' pray you rise a note. 

Epi. I leave it Co wisdom and you, sir. 

Mor. Admirable creature ! I wUl trouble you no more ; I will 
not sin against so sweet a simplicity. Let me now be bold to 
print on those divine lips the seal of being mine. — pijtbeard. I 
eive thee th e lease of thy house free ; thank me not but with 
thyleg. "{TuTBEARD sFaSiS ^iT kead'\-^l know what thou 
would'st say, she's poor, and her friends deceased. She has 
brought a wealthy dowry in her silence, Culbeard ; and in 
respect of her poverty, Cutbeard, I shall have her more loving and 
obedient, Cutbeard. Go thy ways, and g^j.-lf Fi inini'tfi'rp"'sinfly) 
with ^ gnfr imir imirp^ tfi narry \\^ ; ani£'pray him he will not be 
impertinent, but brief as he can; away : softly, Cutbe:i:d.- ■[£■.«/ 
Cui'.]- Sirrah, conduct your mistress into tire dining- room— 
your now mistress. [Exit MUTE, followed 6y EPI.J— O my 
felicity ! how cVi^U \ y■.^^ r, .<:n^ai; \ i^p minp irr<mlA.^ • ■ 

• frigKTine^ - ' ' ■"' ' ' 



^ ^ „ e.frnm marryin|y ! Thip nighl I »ilL.poc an 

Tipjr, ami-» h i-i n t him nut nf jny l^lnl^l•l Jit-n a ptritflge'", He would 
be knighted, forsooth, and thought by that means to reign over 
me i his title must do it. No, kinsman, I will now make you 
bring me the tenth lord's and the sixteenth lady's letter, kins- 
man ; and it shall do you no good, kinsman. Your knighthood 
itself shall come on its knees, and it shall be rejected ; it shall be 
sued for its fees to execution, and not be redeemed ; it shall 
cheat at the twelve-penny ordinary, it knighthood, for its diet, ail 
the term-time, and tell tales for it in the vacation to the hostess ; 
or it knighthood shall do worse— take sanctuary in Cole-harbour, 
and fast. It sbali fright all it friends with borrowing letters ; 
and when one of the fourscore liath brought it knighthood ten 
shillings, it knighthood shall go to the Cranes, or the Bear at the 
Bridgefoot, and be drunk in fear ; it shall not have money to dis- 
charge one tavern-reckoning, to invite the old creditors to forbear 
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modity of pipkins and stone-jugs ; and the part thereof shall not 
furnish it knighthood forth for the attempting of a baker's 
widow — a blown baker's widow. It shall give it knighthood's 
name to all gamesome citizen's wives, and be refused, wlien 
the master of a dancing-school, or how do you call him, the 
worst reveller in the town is taken. It shall want clothes, and by 
reason of that, wit, tu fool io lawyers. It shall not have hope to 
repair itself by Constantinople, Ireland, or Virginia ; but the 
best and last fortune to it knighthood shall be to make Dol 
; Tear-sheet or Kate Common a lady, and so it knighthood may 
eat. lExit. 



Scene W .—A Lam, near Morose's House. 
fK/sr Truewit, Dauphine, o«rf Clerimont. 

True. Are you sure he is not gone by ? 

Dauf. No, I staid in the shop ever since. 

Cler. But he may take the other end of the lane- 

Daup. No, I told him I would be here at this end : I appointed 
him hither. 

True. What a barbarian it is to stay then 1 

Dtuip, Yonder he comes. 

Cler. And his charge left behind him, which is a very good 
sign, Dauphine, 

Enter Cutbeard. ,.■....-'.■ 

Daup. Hoivnow, Cutbeard! Succeedajttpi" no f 

Cut. Past imagination, 
have prayed to have had it 
proverb ; he does triumph in his felicity, admires tlie party 1 He 
has given me the lease of my house too ! and I am now going 
for a silent minister to marry them, and away. 

True. 'Slightl get one of the silenced ministers ; a zealous 
brother would torment him purely. 

Cut. Cum privilegio, sir. 

Daup. Oh, by no means i let's do nothing to hinder it now ; 
when 'tis done and finished, I am for you, for any device of 



Cut. And that shall be within this half hour, upon my 
dexterity, gentlemen. Contrive what yO[i can in the meantime, 
bonis avibus. __ [Exit. '' 

— C/er. How the slave doth Latin it 1 

True. It would be made a jest to posterity, sirs, this day's 
mirth, if ye will. 
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Cler. Beshrew his heart that will not, t pronounce. 

Daup. And for my part. What is it ? 

True. To translate all La-Foole's company, and his feast 
thither, to-day, to celebrate this bride-ale. 

Daup. Ay, marry ; but how will't be done ? 

True. I '11 undertake the directing of all the lady-guests 
thither, and then the meat must follow. 

CUr. For Heaven's sake, let's affect it ; it will be an excellent 
comedy of affliction, so many several noises. 

Daup. But are they not at the other place, already, think you? 

True. \ '11 warrant you for the college-honours : one of their 
faces has not the priming colour laid on yet, nor the other her 
smock sleeked. 

Cler. Oh, but they'll rise earlier than ordinary to a feast. 

True. Best go see, and assure ourselves. 

Cler. Who knows the house ? 

True. I '11 lead you : Were you never there yet ? 

Daup. Not I. 

Cler. Nor I. 

True. Where have you lived then .' not know Tom Otter ! 

Cler. No : for Heaven's sake, what is he ? ' ^~'' 

True. An excellent animal, equal with your Daw or La-Foole, 
if not transcendant ( and does Latin it as much as your barber ; 
He is his wife's subject ; he calls her princess, nnd at such titnes 
as these follows her up and down the house like a page, with his 
hat off, partly for heat, partly for reverence. At this instant he 
is marshalling of his bull, bear, and horse. 

Daup. What be those, in the name of Sphynx ? 

Trtte, Why, sir, he has been a great man at the Bear-garden 
in his time ; and from that subtle sport has ta'en the witty 
denomination of his chief carousing cups. One he calls his 
bull, another his bear, another his horse. And then he has his 
lesser glasses, that he calls his deer and his ape ; and several 
degrees of them too ; and never is well, nor thinks any enter- 
tainment perfect, til! these be brought out, and set on the cup- 

Cler. For God's love ! — we should miis this, if we should 
not go. 

Ttue. Nay, he has a thousand things as good, that will speak 
him all day. He will rail on his wife, with certain common- 
places, behind her back ; and to her face 

Daup. No more of him. Let 's go see him, 1 petition you. 

\Exeunt. 
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Scene \.~A Room in Otter's House. 
Enter Captain Otter -wUh hu cups, and Mistress Otter. 

Oil. Nay, good princess, hear me pauca -verba. 

Mrs. Ott. Uy that light, I '\\ have you chained up, with your 
bull-dogs and bear-dogs, if you be not civil the sooner. I 'il send 
you to kennel, i' faith. You were best bait me with your bull, 
bear, and horse. Never a time that the courtiers or coUegiaies 
come to the house, but you make it a Shrove Tuesday \ I would 
have you get your Whitsuntide velvet cap, and your staff in your 
hand, to entertain them ; yes, in troth, do, 

Otl. Not so, princess, neither ; but under correction, sweet 
princess, give me leave.— —These things I am known to the 
courtiers by : It is reported to them for my humour, and they 
receive it so, and do expect it- Tom Otter's bull, bear and horse 
is known all over England, (';/ rerum nalura. 

Mrs. On. 'Fore me, 1 will na-ture them over to Paris-garden, 
and na-ture you thither too, if you pronounce them again. Is 
a bear a fit beast, or a bull, to mix in society with great ladies ? 
Think in your discretion, in any good policy. 

Ou. The horse, then, good princess. 

Mrs. Ott. Well, I am contented for the horse ; they love to be 
well horsed, I know. I love it myself, 

Ott. And it is a delicate fine horse this : Poetariim Pegasus. 
Under correction, princess, Jupiter did turn himself into a — 
— taunts, or bull, under correction, good princess. 

Enter Truewit, Clermont, and Dauphine, behind. 

Mrs. Ott. By my integrity, 1 '11 send you over to the Bank- 
side ; 1 '11 commit you to the master of the Garden, if I hear but 
a syllable more. Must ray house or my roof be polluted with 
the scent of bears and bulls, when it is perfumed for great ladies i" 
Is this according to the instrument, when 1 married you ? that I 
would be princess, and reign in mine own house ; and you would ' 
be my subject, and obey me? What did you bring me, should 
make you thus peremptory? Do I allow you your half-crown a 
day, to spend where you will, among your gamesters, to vex and 
torment me at such times as these? ^^hiugjy£5J■ou your main- 
tenance, I pray you ? who-alkiHts^ou your horse-meat and man's 
meat? your three suits of apparel a year? your..fev!^. pair of 
stockings, o ne silk , three wors ted ? your clean linen, your bands 
and cutfs, wTien lean get you to wear them ?— 'tis marie you 
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have them on now. — Who graces you with courtiere or great 
personages, to speak to you out of their coaches, and come home 
to your house ? Were you ever so much as looked upon by a 
loi'd or a lady, before I married you, but on the Easter or Whit- 
sun-holidays ? and then out at the banqueting- house window, 
when Ned Whiting ov George Stone were at the stake ? 

Trtie. For God's sake, let 's go stave her o5f him. 

M»s. Oil, Answer me to that. And did not I take you up 
from thence, in an old greasy buff-doublet, with points, and 
green velvet sleeves, out at the elbows? you forget this. 

True. She'll worrv him, if we help not in time. 

[They come forward, 

Mrs. Oil. Oh, here are some of the gallants ! Go to, behave 
yourself distinctly, and with good morality ; or, I protest, f '11 
take away your exhibition. 

True. By your leave, fair Mistress Otter, I 'II be bold to enter 
these gentlemen in your acquaintance. 

Mrs. Ott. It shall not be obnoxious, or difficil, sir, 

Trtie. How does my noble captain ? Is the bull, bear, and 
horse in rerum natura still ? 

Ott. Sir, sic visum superis. 

Mrs. On. I would you would but intimate them, do. Go 
your ways in, and get toasts and butter madefor the woodcocks : 
that's a fit province for you. " \Urives him off'. 

Cler. Alas, wha t a tyranny is this poor fellow tnarried to ! v 

True. Oh, burthe sport will be anon, when we get him loose. 

Daiip. Dares he ever speak ? 
_ True. No Anabaptist ever railed with the like license ; but 
mark her language m the meantime, I beseech you. 

Mrs. Ott. Gentlemen, you are very aptly come. My cousin, 
Sir Amorous, will lie here briefly. 

True. In good time, lady. Was not Sir John Daw here, to 
ask for him, and the company ? 

Mrs. Ott. I cannot assure you. Master Truewit. Here w.is a 
very melancholy knight in a ruff, that demanded my subject for 
some'^ody, a sentleman, I think. 

Cler. Ay, that was he, lady. 

Mrs. Oil. But he departed straight, I can resol ve you. ~- 

Danp. What an excellent choice phrase this (aHy expresses i 

True. Oh, sir, she is^the^gol ' ■■ - .... 

naturally bred one , ii 
'Mrs. Ott. You hai, 

True. No, I assure you, the court governs it so, ladv, in yot 
behalf 

Mrs. Ott. I am the servant of the court and courtiers, sir. 

Trui:. They are rather your idolaters. 

Mrs. Ott. Not so, sir. 
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Enter CuTBEARD. 



Daup. How now, Cutbeard! any cross ? ^'^'' 

Cut. Ohi\o^^\x, omnia bene. 'Twas ncvL'i ' " 
all 's sure. I have so pleased him with a ( 
to 't almost with the delight he hopes (or S' 

Daup. What Is he for a vicar ? 

C21I. One that has catched a cold, sir, and can scarce be heard 

six inches off; as if he spoke out of a bulrush that iverc not 

picked, or his ihroat were full of pith : a fine quick felluw, and 

1. an excellent barber of prayers. I came to tell you, sir, that you 

might omnem movere lapidein, as they say, be ready with your 

Daup. Gramercy, honest Cutbeard I be thereabouts with thy 

Cut. I will not fail you, sir ; ad manum. [Exit. 

True, Well, I '11 go watch my coaches. 

C/er, Dg ; and we'll send Daw to you, if you nieet him not. 

[Exit True WIT. 
Mrs.Oti. Is Master Truewit gone? 
Daup. Yes, lady, there is some unfortunate business fallen 

Mrs. Oil. So 1 adjudged by the physiognomy of the fellow 
that came in; and I had a dreafti last night too of the new 
pageant, and my lady mayoress, which is always very ominous 
to me. I told it my Lady Haughty t' other day, when her honour 
came hitherto see some China stuffs ; and she expounded it out 
of Artemidorus, and I hai^e found it since very true. It has done 
me many affronts. 

Cler. Your dream, lady f 

Afrs. Oit. Yes, sir, anything I do but dream of the city. It 
stained me a damask table-cloth, cost me eighteen pound at one 
time i and burnt me a black satin gown, as I stood hy the 
fire at my lady Centaure's chamber in the college, another time. 
A third time, at the lords' masque, it dropt all my wire and my 
ruff with wax candle, that I could not go op to the banquet. A 
fourth time, us I was taking coach to go to Ware, to meet a 
friend, it dashed me a new suit all over (a crimson satin doublet, 
and black velvet skirts) with a brewer's horse, that I was fain to 
go in and shift me, and kept my chamber a leash of days for 
the anguish of it. 

Daup. These were dire mischances, lady. 

Cler. I would not dwell in the city, an 'twere so fatal lo me. 

Mrs. Off. Yes, sir ; but I do take advice of my doctor to dream 
of it as little as 1 can. 

Daup. You do well, Mistress Otter. 
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f EnL-r Sir John Daw, and is taken aside by Clerimont. 

Mrs. Olt. Will il please you to enter tlie house farlher, 
■ gentlemen ? 

Diiup. And your favour, lady : but we stay to speak with a 
knight, Sir John Uaw, who is here come. We shall follow you, 
lady. 

Mrs. Olt. At your own time, sir. It is my cousitiSir Amorous 
his feast,:^— 
■~Daup. I know it, lady. 

Mrs. Oil. And mine together. But it is for his honour, and 
therefore I take no name of it, more than of the place. 

Daup. You are a bounteous kinswoman. 

Mrs. Otf. Your servant, sir. [Erit. 

Cler. [coming forward with Daw.] Why, do not you know it, 
Sir John Daw^ 

Daw. No, I am a rook if 1 do. 

Cler. I '11 tell you, then; she's married by this time. And, 
whereas you were put in the head, that she was gone with Sir 
Dauphine, I assure you, Sir Dauphine has been the noblest, 
honestest friend to vou, that ever gentleman of your quality could 
boast of. He has dtacovered the whole plot, and made your 
mistress so acknowledging, and indeed so ashamed of her injury 
to you, that she desires you to forgive her, and but grace her 
wedding with your presence today. She is to be married to a 
very good fortune, she says, his uncle, old Morose; and she willed 
me in private to tell you. that she shall be able to do you more 
favours, and with more security now than before. 

Daw. Did she say so, i' faith? 

Cler. Why, what do you think of me. Sir John 1 Ask Sir 
Dauphine, 

Daw. Nay, I believe you. Good Sir Dauphine did she desire 
me to forgive her .■• 

Daup. 1 assure you, Sirjohn, she did. 

Daia. Nay, then, I do with all my heart, and 1 '11 be jovial. 

Cler. Yes, for look you, sir, this was the injury to you. La- 
Foole intended this feast to honour her bridal day, and make you 
the property to invite the college ladies, and promise to bring 
her; and then at the time she would have appeared, as his friend, 
to have given you the dor. Whereas now, Sir Dauphine has 
brought her !o a feeling of it, with this kind of satisfaction, that 
you shall bring all the ladies to the place where she is, and be 
very jovial ; and there, she will have a dinner, which shall be in 
your name ; and so disappoint La-Foole, to make you good 
again, and, as it were, a saver in the main. 

Daw. As I am a knight, I honour her ; and fot^ive her heartily. 

CUr. About it then presently. Truewit is gone before to 
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confront the coaches, and to acquaint you with so niucli, if he 
meet you. Join with him, and 'tis well. 



See ; here c 



Enlet Sir AMOROUS La-Foole. 

Lntagonlst ; but take you I 



;, but 



be very jovial. 

La-El Are the ladies come, Sir John Daw, and your n 
\_Exif Daw.]— Sir Dauphine ! you are exceeding welcome, and 
honest Master Clerimont. Where's my cousin ? did you see no 
collegiates, gentlemen ? 
' Daup. Collegiates ! do you not hear, Sir Amorous, how you 
are abused ? 

La-F. How, sir I 

Cler. Will you speak so kindly to Sir John Daw, that has 
done you such an ^ront ? 

La-E. Wherein, gentlemen ? let me be a suitor to you to know, 
I beseech you. 

Cler. Why, sir, his mistress is married to-day to Sir Dauphine's 
uncle, your cousin's neighbour, and he has diverted all ihe ladies, 
and all your company thither, to frustrate your provision, and 
stick a (fisgrace upon you. He was here now to have enticed 
■ us away from you too : but we told him his own, I think. 

Zn-i-'. Has^Sw'- J u lm D.Lvv ttrSiigga'iiie~so irtftimnmly ? 

Daupf^^ has done it. Sir Amorous, inost maliciousK' and 
treacherously : -but, if you '11 be ruled by us, you shall quitTiiin, 
i'faith. " .— - -■ .-- 

La-F. Good gentlemen, I'll make one, believe it. How, I pray? 

Daup. Marry, Sir, get me your pheasants, and your godwits, 
and your best meat, and dish it in silver dishes of your cousin's 
presently ; and say nothing, but clap roe a clean towcl about 
you, like a sewer ; and, bare-headed, march afore it with a good 
confidence ('tis but over the way, hard by), and we'll second 
you, where you shall set it on the board, and bid them welcome 
to 't, which shall show 'tis yours, and djsgrace his preparation 
utterly : and for your cousin, whereas she should be troubled 
hfre at home with care of making and giving welcome, she shall 
transfer all that labour thither, and be a principal guest herself; 
sit ranked with the college -honours, and be honoured, and have 
her health drunk as oiten, as bare, and as loud as the best of 



them. 



tell her presently. It shall be done, that 's re- 

\_Exil. 

but 'twould take 



La-E. ni 
solved. 

Chr. I thought he would not he: 



Daup. Weil, there be guests and n 



; how shall we do 



=,Google 



S22 THE SILENT WOMAN. [act hi. 

Daitp. I would it would call the trumjieters hither ! 

Cler. 'Faith, there is hope ; they have intelligence of all fi-asts. 
There 's a good conespondence betwixt them and the London 
cooks : 'tis twenty to one but we have them, 

Daup. Twi ll be-a-jaost solemn day for mytincle, and an 
CLcellent fit of mirt h fo r us. 

Chr. Ay, IT we can hold up the emulation between Fonle 
ant! Daw, and never bring them to expostulate, , 

Daup. Tut, flatter them both, as Truewit says, and you may 
take their understandiings in a pursenet. They'll believe them- 
selves to be just such men as we make them, neither more nor 
Jess. They have nothing, not the use of their senses, but by 
tradition. 

Re-enter La-Foole, Uke a Sevier. 

Cler. See 1 Sir Amorous has his towel on already. Have you 
persuaded your cousin ? 
^ lui-F. Yes, 't is very feasible ; she 'II do anything, she says, 
'rather than tbe.La^FocJesshati be "disgraced:"' 

Daiip. She is a noble kinswoman. It will be such a pestling 
device, Sir Amorous; it will pound ail your enemy's practices to 
powder, and blow him up wiUi his own mine, his own train. 

La-F. Nay, ive '11 give fire, I warrant you, 

Cler. But you must carry it privately, without any noise, and 
take no notice by any means 

Re-enter Captain Otter. 

Oit. Gentlemen, my__prince3ssaysj-ou shall have all her 
5ijvj: r ^x^!i&%-f£simah : anH^e's gone to" alter "her tire a little, 
arid go with you 

Cler. And yourself too. Captain Otter ? 

Daup. By any means, sir, 

Ott. Yes, sir, I do mean it : but I would entreat my cousin 
, Sir Amorous, and you, gentlemen, to be suitors to my princess, 
-■ that 1 may carry my bull and my bear, as well as my horse. 

Cler. That you shall do. Captain Oiter. 

Im-F. My cousin will never consent, gentlemen. 

Daup. she must consent, Sir Amorous, to reason, 

Ln-F. Why, she says they are no decorum among ladies, 

Ott. But they are decora, and that 's better, sir. 

Cler. Ay, she must hear argument. Did not Pasiphae, who 
was a queen, love a bull t and was not Caiisto, the mother of 
Areas, turned into a bear, and made a star. Mistress Ursula, in 
the heavens? 

Ott. Oh loi-d ! that I could have said as much ! I will have 
these stories painted in the Bear-garden, ex Ovidii metamor- 
phod. 
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Daup. Where is your princess, captain ? pray be our leadci-, 

on. That I shaJl, sir. 

Cler. Make haste, good Sir Amorous. [Exiuut. 



Scene II.— // Room in Morose's House. 

Enter MOROSE, EpICfENE, PARSON, and CUTEEARD. 

Mor. Sir, there's an angei for yourself, and a brace of angels 
for your cold. Muse not at this manage of my bounty. It is fit 
we should thank fortune, double to nature, ibr any benefit she 
confers upon us ; besides, it is your imperfection, but my solace. 

Par. {^speaks as having a cold^ I thank your worship ; so it 

Mor. What says he, Cutbeard? 

Ott. He says, prcssto, sir, whensoever your worship needs 
him, he can be ready with the like. He got this cold witli sitting 
up late, and singing catches with cloth-workers. 

Mor. No more, I thank him. 

Par. God keep your worship, and give you mucii joy with 
your fair spouse I — uh ! uh ! uh ! 

Mor. Oh, oh ! stay, Cutbeard ! let him give me five shillings 
of my money back. As it is bounty to reward benefits, so it is 
equity to mulct injuries. I will have it. What says he? 

Clet. He cannot change it, sir, 

Mor. Jt must be changed. 

Cut. Cough again. [Aside to Parson. 

Mor. What says he ? 

Cut. He will cough out the rest, sir. 

Par. Uh, uh, uh ! 

Mor. Away, away with him ! stop his month ! away ! 1 
forgive it [Exit CuT, thrusting out the Par, 

Epi. Fie, Master Morose 1 that you will use this violence 10 a 
man of the church. 

Mor. How! 

Epi. It does not become your gravity, or breeding, as you 
pretend in court, to have offered this outrage on a waterman, or 
e boisterous creature, much less on a man of his civil 



Mo^ You can speak, th^ 
^:;i2^Ye^;-si — 



Epi- , 

Mor, Speak out, I n 

Epi. Ay, sir. Why, did you think you had Inartied a statue, 
or a motion, only. > one of the French puppets, with the eyes 
turned with a wire? or some innocent out of the hospital, that 
would stand With her hands thus, and a plalse mouth, and look 
upon you. 
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Mor. Oh immodesty ! a manifest woman i What, Cutbeard; 

Epi. "Nay, never tjuarrel with Ciitbeard, sir ; it is too late 
now. I confess it doth bate somewhat of the modesty I had, 
when I writ simply maid : but I hope I shall make it a stock still 
competent to the estate and dignity of vour wife. 

Mor. She can talk ! 

Epi. Yes, indeed, sir. 

Enter Mute. 

Mor. What, sirrah ! None of my knaves there? where is 
this impostor Cutbeard. [Mute makes signs. 

Epi. Speak to him, fellow, speak to him ! I '11 have none of 
this coacted, unnatural dumbness in my house, in a family 

whpfP r g-nv£ m. {Exit MUTE. 

Mor. Sheismy regent already ! I have married a Penthesilea, 
a Semiramis ; sold my liberty to a distaff. 

Enter True wit. 

True. Where 's Master Morose ? 

Mor. Is he come again ! Lord have mercy upon me 1 

True. I wish you all joy. Mistress Epicccne, with your grave 
and honourable match. 

Epi. I return you the thanks, Master Tniewit, so friendly a 
wish deserves. 

Mor. She has acquaintance, too ! 

True. God save you, sir, and give you all contentment in your 
fair choice, here ! Before, I was the bird of night to you, the 
owl ; but now I am the messenger of peace, a dove, and bring 
you the glad wishes of many friends to the celebration of this 
good hour. 

Mor. What hour, sir.' 

True. Your marriage hour, sir. I commend your resolution, 
that, notwithstanding all the dangers I laid afore you, in the 
voice of 3 night-crow, would yet go on, and be yourself. It shows 
you are a man constant to your own ends, and upright to your 
purposes, that would not be put off with left-handed cries. 

Mor. How should you arnve at the knowledge of so much ? 

True. Why, did you ever hope, sir, committing the secrecy of 
it to a barber, that less than the whole town should know it ? you 
might as well have told it to the conduit, or the bake-house, or the 
infantry that follow the Court, and with more security. Could 
your gravity forget so old and noted a remnant, as, lippis et 
tonsortbus notum ? Well, sir, foi^ive it yourself now, the fault, 
ajid be communicable with your friends. Here will be three or 
four fashionable ladies from the college to visit you presently, 
and their train of minions and followers. 

Mo r. Bar . my doors !_ liar my doors! Where are all my 
eaters ? my mouths, now ?— 
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Enter Servants. 

Baf up my rfoors, you varlets ! 

Epi. He is a v.irlet that stirs to such an office. Let them 

stand open. 1 would see him that dares move his eyes toward 

ir STiall I have a barricade made against my friends, lo be 

barred of any pleasure they can brinj; in to me with their honour- 

, able visitation ? \^Exeunt Ser. 

Mor. Oh Amazonian impudence ! 

True, Nay, faith, in this, sir, she speaks but reason; and,! 
methinks, is more continent than you. Would you go to bed 
so presently, sir, afore noon? a man of your head and iiair\. 
should owe more to that reverend ceremony, and not mount ' 
the marriage-bed till the due season ; and ascend it then with 
religion and fear. Those delights are to be steeped in the 
humour and silence of the night ; and give the day to other 
open pleasures, and jollities of feasting, of music, of revels, of 
discourse r we '11 have all, sir, that may make your Hymen high 
and happy. 

Mor. Oh my torment, my torment ! 

True. Nay, if you endure the first half hour, sir, so tediously, 
and with this irksomeness ; what comfort or hope can this fair 
gentlewoman make to herself hereafter, in the consideration of 
so many years as are to come 

Mor. Of my affliction. Good sir, depart, and let her do it 

True. 1 have done, sir. 
Mor. That curse d barbe f. 

'Mor. I have married his cittern, that 's common to all men. 

Some plague above the plague 

True. Alt Egypt's ten plagues. *■ 

Mor. Revenge me on him ! — ^-^ 

I'll assure you he'll bear them. As, that he may ge t th e plagu e 
with seeking to cure it, sir ; or, that while he is curlmg'anotiier 
man's hair, his own may drop off; or, for burning some male- 
fool's lock, he may have his brain beat out with the curling 

Mor. No, let the wretch live wretched. May he get the itch, 
and his shop so lousy, as no man dare come at him, nor he come 

True. Aye, and if he would swallow all his balls for pills, let 
them purge him, 

Mor. Let his warming-pan be ever cold. 
True. A perpetual frost underneath it, sir. 
Mor. Let him nevft hope to see fite again. 

H 
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True. But in hell, sir. 

Mor. His chairs b p iiliv^y p^p^y, liis_Ecis=ors_rust, and his 
combs iftOuM in their cases, '~^ " ~ 

True. Very dreadful that ! And may he lose (he in\'entio[i, 
sir, of carving lanterns in paper. 

Mor. Let there be none carted that year, to employ a bason 
of his ; but let him be glad to eat his sponge for bread. 

Trtie. And drink lotium to it, and much good do him. 

Mor. Or, for want of bread 

True, Eat ear-wax, sir. I'll help you. Or, draw his own 
teeth, and add them to the lute-string, 

Mor. No, beat the oM ones to powder, and make bread of them. 

True. Ves, make meal of the miil-stones. 

Mor. May all the botches and burns that he has cured on 
others break out upon him. 

?>■«/. And he now forget the cure of them in himself, sir; or, 
if be do remember it, let him have scraped all his linen into lint 
for 't, and have, not a rag left hiin for to set up with. 

Mor. Let him never set up again, but have the gout n his 
hands for ever ! — Now, no more, sir. 

True. Oh, that last was too high set ; you might go less with 
him, i' faith, and be revenged enough ; as, that he be never able 

to new-paint his pole 

■v Mor. Good sir, no more, I forgot myself. 

True. Or, want credit to take up with a comb-maker 

Mor. No more, sir. 

True. Or, having broken Tjis glass in a former despair, fall now 
into a much greater, of ever getting another 

Mor. I beseech you, no more. 

True. Or, that he never be tinisted with trimming of any but 
chimney- sweepers ■ 

Mor. Sir- 

True, Or, may he cut a collier's throat with his razor, by 
chance-medley, and yet be hanged for't. 

Mor. 1 will forgive him, rather than hear anymore. I beseech 
you, sir. 



Daw. This way, madam. 

Mor. Oh, the sea breaks in upon me I another flood 1 an inun- 
dation I 1 shall be overwhelmed with noise. It beats already 
at my shores, 1 feel an earthquake in myself for 't. 

Daw. Give you joy, mistress. 

Mor. Has she servants too 1 

Da-zo. I have brought some ladies here to see and know you. 
My Lady Haughty [a* he presents theut severath, Epi. kissf3 
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them.} this my Lady Centaure^ Mistress Dol Mavis — Mistress 
Trusty, my Lady Haughty's woman. Where's your'husband ? 
let's see him : can he endure no noise ? let me come to him. 
Mor. What nomenclator is this ! , , u « - 

True. Sir Tohn D jlw, •'i<- r-M"- »jifi-'s cprvant, tjij;; 

Mgr. A Daw, and her servant ! Oh, 'tis decreed, 'tis decreed 
of me, an she have such servants. [Goin^. 

True. Nay, sir, you must kiss the ladies ; you must not go 
away, now : they come toward you to seek you out. 

Hau. V faith, Master Morose, would you steal a marriage 
thus, in the midst of so many friends, and not acquaint us? 
Well, I '11 kiss you, notwithstanding the justice of my quarrel ; 
you shall give me leave, mistress, to use a becoming familiarily 
with your husband. 

Epi. Your ladyship does me an honour in it, to let me know 
he is so worthy your favour ; as you have done both him and me 
grace to visit so unprepared a pair to entertain you. 

Mor. Compliment ! compliment ! 

Epi. But I must lay the burden of that upon my servant here. 

Hau. It shall not need, Mistress Moiose; we will all bear, 
rather than one shall be opprest, 

Mor. I know it ; and you will teach her the faculty, if she be 
to learn it, [ Walks aside "wkile the rest talk apart. 

Hau. Is this the silent woman? 

Ceil. Nay, she has found her tongue since she was married. 
Master Truewit says. 

Hau. Oh, Master Truewit ! 'save you. What kind of creature 
is your bride here ? She speaks, methinks ! \ 

True. Yes, madam, believe it, she is a gentlewoman of very j 
absolute behaviour, and of a good race. I 

Hau. And Jack Daw told us she could not spealc ! \ v/ 

True. So it was carried in plot, madam, to put her upon this \ '/^ 
old fellow, by Sir Dauphlne, his nephew, and one or two more of /! 
us ; but she is a woman of an excellent assurance, and an extra- | 
ordinary happy wit and tongue- You shall see her make rare i 
sport with Daw ere night. 

Hau. And he brought us to laugh at her ! 

True. That falls out often, madam, that he that thinks himself 
the master wit is the master-fool. I assure your ladyship, ye 
cannot laugh at her. 

Hau. No, we 'II have her to the college : an she have wit, she 
shall be one of us, shall she not, Centaure ? We '!1 make her a 
collegiate. 

Cen. Yes, faith, madam, and Mavis and she will set up a side. 

True. Beheve it, madam, and Mistress Mavis she will sustain 
her part, 

Mav. 1 11 tell you that when I have talked with her and tried ^, 



oy Google 



228 THE SILENT WOMAN. [act HI. 

Hau. Use her very civilly, Mavis. 

Mav. So I will, madam. {Whispers her. 

Mor. Blessed minute I that they would whisper thus ever ! 

[Aside. 

True. In the mean time, madam, would but your ladyship 
help to vex him a little : you know his disease, talk to htm about 
the wedding ceremonies, or call for your gloves, or 

Ha7i. Let me alone. Centaure, help me. — Master Bridegroom, 
"here are you ? 

Mar. Oh, it was too miraculously good to last ! {Aside. 

Him. We see no ensigns of a wedding here ; no character of 
a bride-ale : where be our scarves and our gloves ? I pray you, 
give them us. Let us know your bride's colours, and yours at 
least. 

Ceil. Alas, madam, he has provided none. 

Mot. Had I known your ladyship's painter, I would. 

Huh. He has given it you, Centaure, i' faith. But do you hear, 
Master Morose ? a jest will not.ibsolve you in this manner. You 

th-il 1 liilT^li liiilli iif Iha rmirt, niid from thence have 

been brought up to the very strong meats and wine of it— been 
a courtier fioni the biggen to the night- cap, as we may say — and 

you to nff i-nfl i n -Mirli i high pnint nf r^rpmnn y as this, and let 

yoiir nuptials want all marks of solemnity ! How much plate 
have you lost to-day (if you had but regarded your profit) what 
gifts, what friends, through your mere rusticity ! 

Mor. Madam 

Hau. Pardon me, sir, I must insinuate your errors to you ; no 
i''"v°°-^n"C"'''^r'. ' nn fj carves > no epithalamium? no masqu e ? 

Daiv. Yes, madam, I 11 make an epithalanii um, 1 promise my 
mistress. ~ 1 have begun it already ; will yourladyship hear it ? 

lHorTViiW it please your ladyship command a chamber, and 
be private with your friend ? You shall have your choice of 
rooms to retire to after : my whole house is yours, I know it 
hath been your ladyship's errand into the city at other times, 
however now you have been unhappily diverted upon me ; but I 
shall be loth to break any honourable custom of your ladyship's. 
And therefore, good madam 

Epi. Come, you are a rude bridegroom, to entertain la<Jies of 
honour in this fashion. 

Cen. He is a rude groom indeed. 

True. By that light you deserve to be grafted, and have your 
boms reach from one side of the island to the other. Do not 
mistake me, sir ; I but speak this to give the ladies some heart 
again, not for any malice t-o you, 

Mor. Is this your bravo, ladies ? 

True. As Heaven help me, if you utter such another word, 
I '11 take Mistress Bride in, and begin to you in a very sac) 
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cup ; do you see ? Go to, know your friends, and such as love 



Enter Clerimont, JoUowed by a number of Musicians. 

Cler. By your leave, ladies. Do you want any music ? I 
have brought you variety of noises. Play, sirs, all of you. 

{Aside to the Musici ans, -who strik e up altogether. 

Mor. OTi^ a pjnr, aplat^-fr-ptrnTTi pmr npnn nip \ This day I 
shall be fli^r anvil to work on, they will grate me asunder. 'Tis 
worse than the noise of a saw. 

Cler. No, they are hair, rosin, and guts ; I can give you the 
receipt. 

True. Peace, boys ! 

Cler. Play ; I say. 

True. Peace, rascals ! You see who 's your friend now, sit ; 
take courage, put on a martyr's resolution. Mock down all their 
attemptings with patience : 't is but a day, and I would suffer 
heroically. Sliould an ass exceed me in fortitude? no. You 
betray your infirmity with your hanging duU ears, and make them 
insult ; bearup bravely,and constantly. —[LA-FoOLE^JWJOi'^r 
the stage as a Stiver followed by Servants carrying dishes, and 
Mistress OTTER.]— Look you here, sir, what honour is done you 
unexpected, by your nephew ; a wedding- dinner come, and a 
knight -sewer before it, for the more reputation : and fine Mistress 
Otter, your neighbour, in the rump or tail of it. 

Mor. Is that Gorgon, that Medusa, come ! hide me, hide me. 

True. I warrantyou, sir, she willnot transform you. Look upon 
her with a good courage. Praj' you entertain her, and conduct 
your guests in. No !~-Mistress Bride, will you entreat in the 
Jadies ? yout bridegroom is so shame-faced, here. 

Efii. Will it please your ladyship, madam ? 

Hau. With the benefit of your company, mistress. 

Epi. Servant, pray you perform your duties. 

Daiv. And glad to be commanded, mistress. 

Cen. How like you her wit, Mavis.'' 

Mav. Very prettily, absolutely well. 

Mrs. Ott. 'Tis my place. 

Mav. You shall pardon me, Mistress Otter. 

Mrs. Ott. 'Why, I am a collegiate. I 

Mav. But not in ordinary. / ' 

Mrs. Ott. But I am. ' 

Mav. We'll dispute that within. [Exeunt Ladies. 

Cler. Would this had lasted a little longer. 

True. And that they had sent for the heralds. 



Enter Captain Otter, 
11 Otter! what news? 
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Ott. I have brought my bull, bear, and horse in private, and 
yonder are the trumpeters without, and the drum, gentlemen. 

\The drum and inimtets sound ■within. 

Mar. Oh, oh, oh ! 

Oft. And we will have a rouse in each of them, anon, for bold 
Britons, i' faith. \They sound again. 

Mor. Oh, oh, oh ! \Exit hastily. 

Omnes. Follow, follow, follow 1 



Scene I.— A Room in Morose's House. 
Enter Truewit and Clerimont. 

True. Was thereever poorbridegroomsolormenlcd.'' orman, 
indeed ? 

CUr. I have not read of the like in the chronicles of the land. 

Tru^. Sure, he cannot but go to a place of rest, after all this 
purgatory. 

Cler. He may presume it, I think. 

True. The spitting, the coughing, the laughter, the needing, 
dancing, noise of the music, and her masculine and loud com- 
manding, and urging the whole family, makes him think he has 
married a fury. 

Cler. And she carries it up bravely. 
/ True. Ay, she takes any occasion to speak ; that's the 
/ height on 't. 

Cler. And how^soberiy Dau phine labours to satisfy him , that 
it was none.oiJus^'I^-^ 

Tru'e.'knA has ahiiost brought him to the faith, in the article. 
Here he corii^.s.— 

Enter Sir Dauphine. 

Where is he now ? what's become of him, Dauphine ? 

Daup. Oh, hold me up a Jittle, 1 shall go away in the jest else- 
He has gotjDn his whole nest of night-caps, and locked himself 
up in the top of the house, as high as ever he can climb from the 
noise. I peeped in at a cranny, and saw him sitting over a cross- 
\ beam of the roof, like him on the saddler's, horse in Fleet Street, 
upright : and he will sleep there, 

Cler. But where are your collegiates ? 

Daup. Withdrawn with the bride in private. 

True. Oh, theyare instructing her in the college grammar. If 
she have grace with them, she knows all their secrets instantly. 

Cler. Methinks the Lady Haughty looks well to-day, for all my 
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dispraise of her in the morning/ I think, I shall come about to 
thee again, Truewit. 

True. Believe it, I told you right. Women ought to repair 
the losses time and years have made in iheir features, with dress- 
ings. And an intelligent woman, if she know by herself the 
least defect, will be most curious to hide it : and it becomes her. 
If she be short, let her sit much, lest, when she stands, she be 
thought to sit. If she have an ill foot, let her wear her gown the 
longer and her shoe the thinner. If a fat hand and scald nails, 
let hei* carve the less, and act in gloves. If a sour breath, let her 
never discourse fasting, and always talk at her distance. If she 
have black and rwgged teeth, let her offer the less at hiughter, 
especially if she laugh wide and open , 

Ckr. Oh, you shall have some women, when they laugh, you 
would think they brayed, it is so rude and 

True. Ay, and others, that will stalk in their gait like an 
estrich, and take huge strides. I cannot endure such a sight. I 
love measure in the feet, and number in the voice ; they are 
gentlenesses, that oftentimes draw no less than the face. 

Daup. How earnest thou to study these creatures so exactly ? 
I would thou wouldst make me a proficient. 

True. Yes, but you must leave to live in your chamber, then, ^-; 
a month together upon Amadis de Gaul or Don Quixote, as you ; 
are wont ; and come abroad where the matter is frequent, to \ 
court, to tiltings, pubhc shows^_ani_i£aats, to pl ays, a nd c hurch ; 
sometimes : thither they come to show their new tires too, toV 
see and to be seen. In t hese plac es a man shallfiijilwhom. Icl 

The van£ly arrests his judgment. A wife to please a maw. 
c6m'es not downdropping from the ceiling, as he lies on hil 
back droning a tobacco-pipe. He must go where she is. * 

Daup. Yes, and be never the nearer. 

True. Out, heretic ! That diffidence makes thee worthy it 
should be so. 

Cter. Ho says true to you, Dauphine. 

Dntip. Why. 

True. A man should not doubt to overcome any ^ 

Tbjjil- hr nn vinfiiiiirh thrm, nnrl hi 

ri e-nv. their desire is to be tempt ed, 
hold out long^ Ostend, you saw, was 

Eersever, and hold to your purpose. They would solicit us, 
ut that they are afraid. Howsoever, they wish in their hearts 
we should solicit them. Praise them, flatter them, you shall 
never want eloquence or trust : even the best delight to feel 
themselves that way rubbed. With praises you must mix kisses 
too ; if they take any, any '11 take more— though they strive, 
(hey would be overcome. 
Clef. Oh, but a man must beware offeree. 
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) True. It is to them an acceptable rudeness, and has oft-times 
' , the place of the greatest courtesy. She ihat might have been 
]' kissed, and you let her go free without touching, though then 
; she seem to thank you, will ever hate yo« after ; and glad in the 
' face, is assuredly sad at the heart. 

Cler. But all women are not to be taken all ways. 
^ 2'nte. 'Tis true ; no more than all birds, or all fishes. If you , 
; appear learned to an ignorant girl, or jocund to a sad, or witty 
' to a foolish, why she presently begins to mistrust herself. You 
I must approach them in their own height, their own line ; for the 
1 conirary makes many, that fear to commit themselves to noble 
and worthy fellows, run into the embraces of a rascal. If she 
love wit, give verses, though you borrow them of a friend, or buy 
them, to have good. If valour, talk of your sword, and be frequent 
in the mention of quarrels, though you be staunch in fighting. 
If activity, be seen on yourbarbary often, or leaping over stools, 
for the credit of your back. If she love good clothes or dressing, 
have yourleamed council about you every morning, your French 
tailor, barber, linener, &c. Let your powder, your glass, and 
your comb be your dearest acquaintance. Take more care for 
the ornament of your head, than the safety ; and wish the com- 
monwealth rather troubled, than a hair about you. That will 
take her. Then, if she be covetous and craving, do you promise 
anything, and perform sparingly ; so shall you keep her in 
appetite still. Seem as you would give, but be like a barren 
field, that yields little ; or unlucky dice to foolish and hoping 
gamesters. Let your gifts be slight and dainty, rather than 
precious. Let cunning be above cost. Give cherries at time of 
year, or apricots ; and say, they were sent you out of the country, 
though you bought them in Cheapside. Admire her tires : like 
her in all fashions ; compare her in every habit to some deity ; 
invent excellent dreams to flatter her, and riddles ; or, if she be 
a great one, perform always the second parts to her ; like what 
I slie likes, praise whom she praises, and fail not to make the 
■ 1 household and servants yours, yea the whole family, and salute 
ihemby their names, ('tis but light cost, if you can purchase them 
so,) and make her physician your pensioner, and her chief 
woman. Nor will it be out of your gain to make love to her too, 
50 she follow, not usher her lady's pleasure. All blabbing is 
taken away, when she comes to be a part of the crime. 

Daup. On what courtly lap hast thou late slept, to come forth 
so sudden and absolute a courtling? 

Tnie. Good faith, I should rather question you, that are so 
hearkening after these mysteries. I begin to suspect your dih. 
gence, Dauphine. Speaii, art thou in love in earnest ? 

Daup. Yes, by my troth, am I ; 'twere ill dissembling before 
ihee. 

True. With which of them, Ipritheef 
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Daup. With all the collegiaies. 

Cler. Out on thee ! We '11 keep you at home, believe it, in 
the stable. 

True. No ; I like him well. Men should love wisely, and alli 
women ; some one for the face, and let her please the eye ;r 
another for the skin, iwid let her please the touch ; a third for 
the voice, and let her please the ear ; and where the objects mix, i 
let the senses so too. Thou would'sl think it strangCj if I should \ 
make ihem all in love with thee afore night ! 

Daup. I would say, tliou hast the best philtre in the world, 
and conldst do more than Madam Medea, or Doctor Foreman. 

True. If I do not, let me play the mountebank for my meat, 
while I live. 

Daup. So be it, I say. 

Bnttr Otter, with histhree Cups, DAW and La Foole. 

Ott. O Lord, gentlemen, how my knights and I have mist you 
here! 

Cler. Why, captain, what service, what service ? 

OU. To see me bring up my bull, bear, and horse to fight, 

Daw. Yes, faith, the captain says we shall be his dogs to bait 
them. 

Daup. A good employment. 

Tnte. Come on, let 's see your course, then. 

La-F. 1 am afraid my cousin will be offended, if she come. 

Olt Be afraid of nothing. Gentlemen, I have placed the 
drum and the trumpets, and one to give them the sign when you 
are ready. Here's my bull for myself, and my bear for Sir John 
Daw, and my horse for Sir Amorous. Now set your foot to mine, 
and yours to his, and 

La-F. Pray God my cousin come not. 

Ott. SL Geoi^e and St. Andrew, fear no cousins. Come, 
sound, sound ! [pmin and trumpets sound.'] Et rau£S~sit;e' 
puerunt cornua cantii. ^hey drink. 

True. Well said, captain, i'faith ;well fought at thetmUr '~ 

Cler. Wei! held at the bear. 

True. Low, low ! captain. 

Daui. Oh, the horse has kicked off his dog already. 

La-7-. I cannot drink it, as I am a knight, 
y True. Ods so ! Off with his spurs, somebody, 

La-F. It goes against my conscience. My cousin will be 
angry with it. 

Daw. I have done mine. 

True. You fought high and fair. Sir John. 

Cler. At the head. 

Daup. Like an excellent bear.dog. 

^ler. You tiik? i)Q notice of the tnisiness, I hope f 
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Daw. Not a word, sir ; you see we are jovial. 

Ott. Sir Amorous, you must not equivocate. 
It must be pulled down, for all my cousin. 

Cler. 'Sfoot, if you take not your drink, they 'II think you are 
discontented with something ; you'll betray all, if you take the 

La-F. Not I ; I 'II both drink and talk then. 
Ott, Vou must pull the horse on his knees, Sir Amorous ; fear 
no cousins. Jacta est aha. 

True. Oh, now he's in his vein, and bold. I^e least hint 

■r- YTo-^mr 'S MVW fe' tch-Ii er . to thc - hom ' ing of it. \_E.vi 



I He-Otter, your She-Otti 



Dtup Capti 
wife 

Ott Wife 1 buz? tithnlitium ! There's no such thing in 
V nature I confess, gentlemen, I have a cook, a laundress, a 
house drudge, that serves my necessary turns, and goes under 
thit title but he 's an ass that will be so uxorious to tie his 
affections to one circle. Come, the name dulls appetite. Here, 
replenish ajain ; another bout. {Fills tim cups again,] Wives 
are nasty, sluttish animals. 

Daup Oh, captain. 

Ott. As ever the earth h^m, tribus i/^r^^V.— Where's Master 
True wit ? 

Daw. He 's slipt aside, sir. 

Cler. But you must drink and be j»vial, 

Da'w. Yes, give it me. 

Jji-F. And me too. 

Daw. Let 's be jovial. 

La-F. As jovial as you will. 

Ott. Agreed. Now you shall have the bear, cousin, and Sir 
John Daw the horse, and I '11 have the bull still. Sound, 
Tritons of the Thames ! {Drum and trumpets sound etgaln!\ 
Nunc est bibendum, nunc pede libera 

Mor. \above7\ Villains, murderers, sons of the earth and 
traitors, what do you there? 

Cler. Oh, now the trumpets have waked him, we shall have his 
company. 

Ott. A wife is a scurvy clogdogdo, an unlucky thing, a very 
forsaid bear-whelp, without any good fashion or breeding, mala 
bestia. 

Re-enter Truewit be hind, -with Mistress Otter. 

Daup. Why did you marry one then, captain ? 

Ott. A plague! 1 married with six thousand pound, I. 1 

was in love with that, I have not kissed my Fury these forty 
weeks. 
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Clef. The more to blame you, captain. 

Ttue. Nay, Mlcj-f^. ni.pr li^^ir h\m a llttlp firsi-. 

O//. She has a breath worse than my grandmother's, 
profuto. 

Mrs. Oil. treacherous Uar ! kiss me, sweet Master Truewit,!) 
and prove him a slandering knave, Y 

True. I '11 rather believe you, lady. ' 

Oft. And she has a peruke that's like a pound of hemp, made 
up in shoe-threads. 

Airs. Oft. O viper, mandrake ! 

Oil. A most vile face ! and yet she spends me forty pound a 
year in mercury and hogs-bones. AU her teeth were made in 
the Blackfriars, both her eyebrows in the Strand, and her hair 
in Silver- street. Ejerv part of the town owns a piece of her . / 

Mrs. Oil. Icomes for-ward.\ I cannot hold. 

Ott. She takes herself asunder still when she goes to bed 
into some twenty boxes ; and about next day noon is put together 
again, like a great German clock : and so comes forth, and rings 
a tedious alarum to the whole house, and then is quiet again 
for an hour, but for her quarters,— Have you done me right, 
gentlemen ? 

Mrs. Ott. {falls upon him and beats A:m.] No, sir, I '11 do 
you right with my quarters, with my quarters. 

Ott Oh, hold, good princess. 

True. Sound, sound 1 [Drum andttumpeU sound. 

Cler. A battle, a battle ! 

Mts. Ott. You notorious stinkardly bearward, does my breath 

Ott. Under correction, dear princess. — Look to my bear and 
my liorse. gentlemen. 

Mrs. Ott. Do I want teeth, and eyebrows, thou bull-dog ? 

True. Sound, sound still. \Tkey sound again. 

Ott. No, I protest, under correction 

Mrs. Oil. Ay, now you are under correction, you protest : but 
you did not protest before correction, sir. Thou Judas, to offer 
to betray thy princess ! I '11 make thee an example. 

\_Beats him. 
Enter MoROSE with his long sword. 

Mor. 1 will have no such examples in my house. Lady Otter, 

Mrs. Ott. Ah! 

[Mrs. Otter, Daw, and La-p oole run off. 
'IffSh-.pii stress Mary Ambree, your examples are dangerous. — 
~K6gues, hell-hounds, Stentors ! out of my doors, you sons of 
noise and tumult, begot on an ill May-day, or when th« galley- 
foist is afloat to Westminster ! {Drives out the musicians.'] A 
trumpeter could not be conceived bttt theh. ' 
Daup. What ails you, sirf 
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Mor. They have rent my roof, walls, and all my windows 
ESUDder, with their brazen throats. {^Exit: 

True. Best follow him, Dauphine, 

Daup. So I will. [Exit. 

Cler. Where 's Daw and La-Foole ? 

OU. They are both run away, sir. Good gentlemen, help to 
pacify my princess, and speak to the great ladies for me. Now 
must 1 go lie with the bears this fortnight, and keep out of the 
way, till my peace be made, for this scandal she has taken. Did 
you not see my bull-head, gentlemen ? 

Cler. Is 't rot on, captain ? 

True. No ; but he may make a new one, by that is on. 

Otl. Oh, here it is. An you come over, gentlemen, and ask for 
Tom Otter, we 'II go down to Ratcllff, and have a course i' faith, 
for all these disasters. There is bona spes left. 

Tnie. Away, captain, get off while you are well. 

[Exil Otter. 

Cler. I am glad we are rid of him. 

True. You had never been, unless we had put his wife upon 
him. His humour is as tedious at last, as it was ridiculous at 
first. {Exeunt. 



Scene II.— -4 long open Gallery in the si 



Hau. We wondered why you shrieked so, Mistress Otter. 

Mrs. Ott. O Lord, madam, he came down with a huge long 
naked weapon in botli his hands, and looked so dreadfully ! 
Sure he s beside himself. • 

Mav. Why, what made you there, Mistress Otter ? 

Mrs. Ott. Alas, Mistress Mavis, I was chastising my subject, 
and thought nothing of him. 

Darw. Faith, mistress, you must do so too : J iyirit to chastise. 
Mis««ssjC)itetj;Qrrects_h« husband _s£,Jie dares not speak but 

Ld-E: Aim with his hat off to her : 'twould do you good to 
see. 

Hau. In sadness, 'tis good and mature counsel; practise it. 
Morose. 1 11 call you Morose still now, as I call Centaure and 
Mavis ; we four will be all one. 

Celt. And you'll come to the college, and live with us ? 

Hau. Make him give milk and honey. 
Si Me^. Look how you manage him at first, you shall have him 

Cen. Let him allow you your coach and four horses, your 
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woman, your chambermaid, your page, your gentleman-usher, 
your French cook, and four grooms. 

Hau. And go with us to Bedlam, to the china-houses, and to 
the Exchange. 

Csn. It will open the gate to your fame. 

Hau. Here's Centaure has immortalized herself, with taming 
of her wild male. 

M(w. Ay, she has done the miracle of the kingdom. 

Enter Clertmont and Truewit. 

count it lawfiil to Jiave such plurality. , 

1 deny their favours to 
e they the poorer or the worse ? 

Daw. Is the Thames the less for the dyers' water, mistress ? 

La-F. Or a torch for lighting many torches ? 

True. Well said, La-Foole ; what a new one he has got ! 

Cm. They are empty losses women fear in this kind. 

Hau. Besides, ladie g , should be mindful of the a p proach of 
age, and let no time want iiis du e usel The best of oiir days 
passT fifST 

Mav. We are rivers, that cannot be called back, madam : slie 
that now excludes her lovers, may live to lie a forsaken beldame, 
in a frozen bed. 

Cen. 'Tistrue, Mavis; and who will wait on us to coach then? 
or write, or tell us the news then, make anagrams of our names, 
and invite us to the Cock-pit, and kiss our hands all tlie play- 
time, and draw their weapons for our honours ? 

Hau. Not one. 

Daw. Nay, my mistress is not altogether unintelligent of 
these things i here be in presence have tasted of her favours. 

Cler. What a neighing hobby-horse is this ! 

Epi. But not with intent to boast them again, servant. — And 
have you those excellent receipts, madam, t o k^p yourselv es , 
f rom beari rif "f i-hilHrpn > 

Hau. Oh yes, Morose : h ow shou lilifff' mnintnin niir youth 

many crops make the earth barien. 

Enter MOROSE and DaUphINE. 

Mor. Oh, my cursed angel, that instructed me to this fate 1 

Daup. Why, sir .' 

Mor. That I should be seduced by so foolish a devil as a 
barber will make ! 

Daup. I would I had been worthy, sir, to have partaken your 
counsel : you ^hnuld never have trusted it to such a — — --— 
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Mor. Would I could redeem it with the loss of an eye, 
nephew, a hand, or any other member. 

Daup. Marry, God forbid, sir, that you should main yourself, 
to anger your wife. 

Mor. So it would rid me of her !— and that I did supereroga- 
tory penance in a belfry, at Westminster-hall, in the Cock-pit, at 
the fall of a stag, the Tower-wharf — what place is there else?— 
London-bridge, Paris-garden, Billingsgate, when the noises are at 
their height, and loudest. Nay, I womd sit out a play, that were 
/ nothing but fights at sea, drum, trumpet, and target. 

Daup, I hope there shall be no such need, sir. Take patience, 
good uncle. This is but a day, and 't is well worn too now. 

Mor. Oh, 't will be so for ever, nephew ( \ foresee it, for ever. 

I '^'^■'"'' ""^1 l"iIIinU ^"^ ^'"' f'^'^'y tliat rnmpg wjlli a wifr 

True. I told you so, sir, and you would not believe me. 

Mor. Alas, do not rub those wounds. Master Truewit, to 
blood again ; 't was my negligence. Add not affliction to 
affliction. I have perceived the effect of it, too late, in Madam 
Otter. 

Epi. How do you, sir ? 

Mor. Did you ever hear a more unnecessary question ? as if 
she did not see ! Why, I do as you see, empress, empress. 

Epi. You are not well, sir ; jou look very ill ; something has 
distempered you. 

Mor. Oh horrible, monstrous impertinencies I would not one 
of these have served, do you think, sir ? would rot one of these 
have served.' 

True. Yes, sir ; but these are but notes of female kindness, 
sir ; certain tokens that she has a voice, sir. 

Mor. Oh, is it so ! Come, an 'I be no otherwise What 

say you ? 

Epi. How do you feel yourself, sir ? 

Mor. Again that ! 

True. Nay, look you, sir, you would be friends with yotir wife 
upon unconscionable terms ; her silence. 

Epi. They say you are run mad, sir. 

Mor. Not for love, I assure you, of you ; do you sec? 

Epi. Oh Lord, gentlemen 1 lay hold on him, for God's sake. 
What shall I do f who's his physician, can you tell, that knows 
the state of his body best, that I might send for him? Good 
sir, speak ; I '11 send for one of my doctors, else. ^____ 

Mor. What, to poison me, that I might diefliuestate, and 
leave you possest of all ! 

Epi. Lord, how idly he talks, and how his eyes sparkle ! he 
looks green about the temples ! do you see what blue spots he has I 

Cler. Ay, 't is melancholy. 

Epi. Gentlemen, for Heaven's sake, counsel me. Ladies : — 
servant, you have read Pliny and Paracelsus ; ne'er a word now 
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to comfort a poor gentlewoman ? Ay me, what fortune had I, to 
marry a distracted mair ! 

Danv. I 'I! tell you, mistress 

True. How rarely she holds it up ! \_Aside to Cler. 

Mor. What mean you, gentiemen f 

Epi. What will you tel! me, servant ? 

Dav). The disease in Greek is called fiosuL, in Latin insania, 
furor, velecslasis fnelancholita, that is, egressio, when a man ex 
melancholko evadit fanaticus. 

Mor. Shall I have a lecture read upon me alive ? 

Da'U}. But he may be but phreneticus yet, mistress; and 
phrenetis is only delirium, or so. 

Epi. Ay, that is for the disease, servant ; but what is this to 
the cure? We are sure enough of the disease. 

Mor. Let me go. 

True. Why, we '!! entreat her to hold her peace, sir. 

Mor. Oh no, labour not to stop her. She is like a conduit- 
pipe, that will gush out with more force when she opens again. 

Hau. I '11 tell 3'ou, Morose, you must talk divinity to him 
altogether, or moral philosophy. 

La-F. Ay, and theie 's an excellent book of moral philosophy, 
madam, of Reynard the Fox, and all the beasts, called Doni's 
Philosophy. 

Cen. There is indeed. Sir Amorous Xa-Foole. 

Mor. Oil misery ! 

La-F. I have read it, my Lady Ccntaure, all over, to my 
cousin here. 

Mrs. Oil. Ay, and 'tis a very good book as any is, of the 
moderns- 

Daw. Tut, he must have Seneca read to him, and Plutarch, 
and the ancients ; the moderns ate not for this disease. 

Cler. Why, you discommended them too, to-day, Sir John, i^ 

Daw. Ay, in some cases : but in these they are best, and 
Aristotle's ethics. 

Mav. Say you so, Sir John ? I think you are deceived ; you 
took it upon trust. 

Hau. Where 's Trusty, my woman ? I II end this difference. 
I pr'thee. Otter, call her. Her father and mother n ere both mad, 
when they put her to me, . 

Mor. I think so.— Nay, gentlemen, I am lame. Thisisbutan ' 
exercise, I know, a marriage ceremony, which I must endure. 

ffiiu. And one of them, I know not which, was cured with the 
Sick Man's Salve, and the other with Green's Groat's-worth of J- 
Wit. 

True. A very cheap cure, madam. 

Enler TRUSTY 
Hau. Ay, 'tis very feasible. 
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Mrs. Ott. My lady called for you, Mistress Trusty : you must 
decide a controversy. 

Han. Oh, Trusty, which was it you said, your father, or your 
mother, that was cured with the Sick Man's Salve ? 

T>us. My mother, madam, with the Salve. 

Ttue. Tlien it was the sick woman's salve ? 

Trus. And my father with the Groat's-worth of Wit. But 
there was other means used :,.we had a preacher that would 
preach folk asleep still ; and so they were prescribed to go to 
church, by an old woman that was their physician, thrice a 

Epi. To sleep ? 

Trus. Yes, forsooth : and every night they read themselves 
. asleep on those books. 

Epi. Good faith, it stands with great reason. I would 1 knew 
where to procure those books. 

Mor. Oh! 

La-F. I can help you with one of them, Mistress Morose, the 
Groat's-worth of Wit. 

Epi. But I shall disfurnish you, Sir Amorous ; can you spare 

La-F. Oh yes, for a week, or so ; I '11 read it myself to him. 

Epi. No, I must do that, sir ; that must be my office. 

Mor. Oil, oh! 
.^ Epi. Sure he would do well enough, if he could sleep. 

V Mor, No, I should do well enough, if you could sleep. Have 
I no friend that will make her drunk, or give her a little lauda- 
num, or opium ? 

True. Why, sir, she talks ten times worse in her sleep. 

Mor. How ! 

CUr. Do you not know that, sir? never ceases all night. 

True. And snores like a porpoise. 

Mor. Oh redeem me, fate ; redeem me, fate ! For how many 
causes may a man be divorced, nephew? 

Daup. 1 know not, truly, sir. 

True. Some divine must resolve you in that, sir, or canon- 

Mor. I wil! not rest, 1 will not think of any other hope or 
comfort, till I know. \Exit with Dauphine. 

Cler. Alas, poor man ! 

True. You'll make him mad indeed, ladies, if you pursue this. 
Hau. No, we'll let him breathe now, a quarter of an hour or 

Cler. By ray faith, a large truce I 

Hau. Is that his keeper, that is gone with him ? 

Daia. It is his nephew, madam. 

La-F. Sir Dauphme Eugenie. 

Cen. He looks like a very pitiful knight 
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Daw. As can be. This marriage has put him out of all. 

La-f. He has not a penny in his piirse, madam. 

Daiv. He is ready to cry all this day. 

La-F. A very shark ; he set me in the nick t'other night at 
Primero. 

Tnie. How these swabbers talk ! 

€ler. Ay, Oder's wine has Swelled their humours above a 
spring-tide. 

Httu. Good Morose, let 's go in again. I like your couches 
exceeding well ; we'll go lie and talk there, 

{Exeunt Hau,, Cen., Mav., Trus., La-Foole, and Daw. 

Epi. \following iketn.'] I wait on you, madam, 

Tr2ie. [slopping ker,] 'Slight, I will ha/e them as silent as 
signs, and their post too, ere I have done. Do you hear, lady- 
bride? ! pray tnee now, as thou art a noble wench, continue 
this discourse of Dauphine within ; but praise him exceedingly : 
magnify him with a!i the height of affection thou canst ; — 1 have 
some purpose in 't : and but beat off these two rooks, Jack Daw 
and his fellow, with any discontentment hither, and I'll honour 
thee for ever, 

Epi. I was about it here. It angered me to the soul, to liear 
them begin to talk so maldpert. 

T)ue. Pray thee perform it, and ihou winn'st me an idolater 
to thee everlasting. 

Epi. Will you go in and hear me do't ? 

Ttne. No, I'll stay here. Drive them out of your company, 
'tis all I ask ; which cannot be any way better done, than by 
extolUng Dauphine, whom they have so slighted. 

Epi. I warrant you ; you shail expect one of them presently. 

Cler. What a cast of kestrils are these, to hawk after ladies, 
thus! 

True. Ay, and strike at such an eagle as Dauphine, 

Cler. He will be mad when we tell him. Here he comes.. 

Re-enter Dauphine. 
Cler. Oh, sir, you are welcome. 
True. Where's thine uncle? 

Datip. Run Qut of dnn rs in his Tii j fht-caDS. to ta lk . with a 
j^'^iii'i'' -''"lit lli^ f||fnrpp It works admirably.' 

True. Thou wouid'st have said so, an thou hadst been here ! 
The ladies have laughed at thee most comically, since thou 
I went'st, Dauphine. 
" Cler. And asked, if thou wert thine uncle's keeper. 

True. And the brace of baboons answered, yes ; and said 
thou wert a pitiful poor fellow, and didst live upon posts, and 
hadst nothing but three suits of apparel, and some fei.v 
benevolences that the lords gave thee to fool to them, and 
swa^er. 
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Daup. Let me not live, 
to grand-madam's bed-p 
monkeys. 

True. Thou shalt not need, they shall be beaten to thy hand. 
Dauphine, I have an execution to serve upon them, I warrant 
thee, shall serve ; trust my plot. 

Daup. Ay, you have many plots ! so you had one to make all 
the girls in love with me. 

True. Why, if 1 do it not yet afore night, its near as 'tis, and 
that they do not every one invite thee, and be ready to scratch 
for thee, take the mortgage of my wit. 

CUr. Tore God, 1 '11 be his witness thou shalt have it, 
Dauphine : thou shalt be his fool for ever, if thou dost not. 

Ttiie. Agreed. Perhaps 'twill be the betler estate. Do you 
observe this gallery, or rather lobby, indeed ? Here are acouple 
of studies, at each end one : here will 1 act such a tragi-comedy 
between the Guelphs and the Ghibellines, Daw and La-Foole 

which o( them comes out first, will I seize on ; — you two 

shall be the chorus behind the arras, and whip out between the 
acts and speak — If 1 do not make them keep the peace for this 

remnant of the day, if not of the year, I have failed once 1 

hear Daw coming ; hide, [they ■wiiM>aw}a.r\d do not laugh, for 
Heaven's sake. 

Re-eiiler Daw. 

Daw. Which is the way into the garden, trow ? 

True. Oh, Jack Daw 1 I am glad I have met with yoii. In 
good faith, I must have this matter go no further between you ; 
I must have it talcen up. 

Davi. What matter, air ? between whom .' 

True. Come, you disguise it : Sir Amorous and you. If you 
love rae. Jack, you shall make use of your philosophy now, for 
this once, and deliver me your sword. This is not ihe wedding 
the Centaurs were at, though there be a she one here, yj'akes 
his sword.} The bride has entreated me I will see no blood 
shed at her bridal : you sav her whisper me erewhile. 
•\Daw. As 1 hope to finish Tacitus, I intend no murder. 

True. Do you not wait for Sir Amorous i 

Daw. Not I, by my knighthood. 

True. And your scholarship too f 

Daw. And my scholarship too. 

True, Go to, then I return you your sword, and ask you J 
metcy ; but put it not up, for you will be assaulted. 1 under- " 
stood that you had apprehended it, and walked here to brave 
him L and that you had held your life contemptible, in regard of 
youi honour. 

Daiv. No, no ; no such thing, I assure you. He and I patted 
now, as good friends as could be- 
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True. Trust not you to that visor. 1 saw him since dinner with 
another face ; I liave known man^ men in my lime vexed with 
losses, with deaths, and with abuses ; but so offended a wight 
as Sir Anrorous, did I nevei* see or read of. For taking ajvay 
his guests, sir, to-day, that's the cause i and he declares behind 

your back widi such threatenings and contempts He said to 

Dauphine, you were the arrant'st aas 

Daw. Ay, he may say his pleasure 

True. And swears you are so protested a coward, that he 
knows you will never do him any manly or single right ; and 
therefore he will take his course. 

UaK'. I'll give him any satisfaction, sir — but lighting. 

True. Ay, sir ; but who knows what satisfaction he 11 take : 
blood he thirsts for, and blood he will have ; and whereabouts 
on you he will have it, who knows but himself.-' 

D/I70. I pray you, Master Truewit, be you a mediator. 

True, Well, sir, conceal yourself then in this study till I return. 
[Puis him into the study.'} Nay, you must be content to be 
locked in ; for, for mine own reputation, I would not have you 
seen to receive a public disgrace, while I have the matter in 
managing, 'Ods so, here he comes ; keep your breath close, 
that he do not hear you sigh.— In good faith, Sir Amorous, he 
is not this way ; I pray you be merciful, do not murder him ; he 
is a Christian, as good as you : you are anned as if you sought 
revenge on all his race. Good Dauphine, get him away from 
this place. 1 never knew a man's choler so high, but he would 
speak to his friends, he would hear reason.— Jack Daw, Jack I 
asleep ! 

Daw. [w(/A/«.] Is he gone, Master Truewit ? 

True. Ay ; did you hear him ? 

Da-w. O Lord 1 yes. 

True. What a quick ear fear has i 

Daw. {comes out of the closet.'] But is he so armed as you 

True. Armed ! did you ever see a fellow set out to take 
possession ? 
Daw. Ay, sir. 

True. That may give you some light to conceive of him ; but 
'tis nothing to the principal. Some false brother in the house 
has furnished him strangely ; or, if it were out of the house, it 
was Tom Otter. 
% Daw. Indeed he 's a captain, and bis wife is his kinswoman. 
^ True. He has got somebody's old two-hand sword, to mow 
you off at the knees ; and that sword hath spawned sucii a 
dagger I.., But then he is so hung with pikes, halberds, petronels, 
ealivers and mtiskets, that he looks like a justice of peace's hail ; 
a man of two thousand a year is not eessed at so many 
weapons as he has on. There ivas never fencer challenged ix 
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so many several foils. You would think he meant to murder all St. 
Ptilclire's parish. If he could but victual himself for half-a-yeat 
in his breeches, he is sufficiently armed to over-run a country. 

Daw. Good Lord! what means he, sir ? I ptayyou, Master 
Truewit, be you a mediator. 

True. Well, III try if he will be appeased with a leg or an 
arm ; if not you must die once. 

Daw. I would be iolh to lose my right arm, for writing 
^adrigals. 

True. Why, if he will be satisfied with a thumb or a littie 
finger, all's one to me. You must think, I'll do my best. 

[Shuts him up again 

Daw. Good sir, do. 

[Clerimont and Dauphine come forward. 

Cler. What hast thou done 

True. He will let me do nothing, he does all afore ; he offers 
his left arm. 

CUr. His left wing for a Jack Daw. 

Daap. Take it by all means. 

True. How ! maim a man for ever, for a jest ? What a con- 
science hast thou ! 

fDaup. 'Tis no loss to him ; he has r 
arms, but to eat spoon-meat. Beside, as 
as liis reputation. 

True. He is a scholar and a wit, and yet he does not think 
so. But he loses no reputation with us ; for we all resolved him 
an ass before. To your places again. 

Cler. I pray thee, let be me in at the other a little. 

True. iJook, you'll spoil all ; these be ever your tricks. 

Cler. No, but I could hit of some things that thou wiU miss, 
and thou wilt say are good ones. 

True. 1 warrant you. I pray forbear, I'll leave it off, else, 

Daup. Come away, Clerimont. 

[Daup, and Cler. withdraw as before. 

Enter La-FoOle. 

True. Sir Amorous ! 

La-F. Master Truewit. 

True. Whither were you going ? 

La.F. Down into the court. 

True. By no means, sir. f 

La-F. Why, sir ? \ 

True. Enter here, if you love your life. 

{Opening the door of the other study. 
La-F. Why ? why ? 

True. Question till your thro.it be cut, do ; dally till the 
enraged soul find you. 
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La-F. Who is that? 

True, Daw it is ; will you in ? 

La-F. Ay, ay, I'll in : what's the matter ? 

True. Nay, if he had been cool enough to tell us that, there 
had been some hope to atone you ; but he seems so implacably 
enraged ! 

La-F. 'SUght, let him rage ! I'll hide myself. 

True. Do, good sir. But what have you done to him within, 
that should provoke him thus ? You have broke some jest upon 
him afore the ladies. 

La-F. Not I, never in my life, broke jest upon any man. The 
bride was praising Sir Dauphinc, and he went away in snuff, 
and I followed him ; unless he took offence at me in his drink, 
erewhile, that I would not pledge all the horse full. 

True. By my faith, and that may be ; you remember well : 
but he walks the round up and down, through every room of the 
house, with a towel in his hand, crying, Where's La-Fooie? 
Who saw La-Foole? And when Dauphineand I demanded the 
cause, we can force no answer from him, but— O revenge, how 
sweet art thou ! 1 will strangle him in this towel 1— which leads 
us to conjecture that the main cause of his fury is, for bringing 
your meat to-day, with a towel about you, to his discredit. 

La.F. Like enough. Why, an he be angry for thai, I'll stay 
here till his anger be blown over. 

Trtie. A good becoming resolution, sir; if you can put it on 
o' the sudden. 

La-F. Yes, I can put it on : or, I'll away into the country 
presently. 

True. How will you go out of the house, sir ? he knows you 
are in the house, and he'll watch this se'ennight, but he'll have 
you ; he'll outwait a Serjeant for you. 

La-F. Why, then I'll stay here. 

True. You must think how to victual yourself in (ime then. 

La-F. Why, sweet Master Tniewit, will you entreat my cousin 
Otter to send me a cold venison pasty, a bottle or two of wine, 
and a cl>amber-pot ? 

True. A stool were better, sir, of Sir Ajax his invention. 

La-F. Ay, that will be better, indeed ; and a pallet to lie on. 

True. Oh, I would not advise you to sleep by any means. 

La-F. Would you not, sir ? Why, then I will not. 

True. Yet, there's another fear 

La-F. Is there I what is 't ? 

True. No, he cannot break open this door with his foot, sure. 

La-F. Ill set my back against it, sir. I have a good back. 

True. But then if he should baiter. 

La-F. Batter 1 if he dare, I'll have an action of battery 
against him. 

True. Cast you the worst. He has sent for powder already, 
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and what lie will do with it, no man knows r perhaps hlow up the 
corner of the house where he suspects you are. Here he comes ; 
in quickly.— [7/(;wj/j- in La-FOOLE and shuts the door.~] — \ 
protest, Sir John Daw, he is not this way ; what will you do ? 
Before God, you shall hang no petard here ? I'll die rather. Will 
you not take my word ? I never knew one but would be satis- 
iied. Sir Amorous [speaks through the keyhole\, there's no 
standing out ; he has made a petard of an old brass pot, to force 
your door. Think upon some satisfaction, or terms to offer 

La-F. \v)ithin^ Sir, I'll give him any satisfaction : I dare 
give any terms. 

True. You'll leave it to me then? 

La-F. Ay, sir : I'll stand to any conditions. 

True, [beckoning forward Cler, and UauPK.] How now, 
what think you, sirs ? were 't not a difficult thing to determine 
which of these two fear'd most ? 

Cler. Yes, but this fears the bravest : the other a whiniling 
dastard, Jack Daw ! But La-Foole. a brave heroic coward ) and 
is afraid in a great look and a stout accent ; I like him rarely. 

True. Had it not been pity these two should have been 
concealed ? 

Cler. Sliall I make a motion ? 

True. Briefly : for 1 must strike while 'tis hot. 

CUr. Shall I go fetch the ladies to the catastrophe } 

True. Umph 1 ay, by my troth. 

Diinp. By no mortal means. Let them continue in the state 
of ignorance, and err still ; think them wits and fine fellows, as 
they have done. 'Twere sin to reform them. 

True. Well, I will have them fetch'd, now I think on 't, for a 
private purpose of mine ; do, Clerimont, fetch them, and dis- 
course to them all that's past, and bring them into the gallery 

Daup. This is thy extreme vanity, now : thou think'st thou 
^ wert undone, if every jest thou mak'st were not published 

True. Thou shalt see how unjust thou art presently. Cleri- 
mont, say it was Dauphine's plot, [fij-ii Cl.EKlMONT.] Trust 
me not, if the whole drift be not for thy good. There is a carpet 
in the next room, put it on, with this scarf over thy face, and a 
cushion on thy head, andbe ready when I call Amorous. Away ! 
\Exit Daup.] John Daw ! 

\Goes to Daw's closet and brings him out. 

Daup. What good news, sir .■" 

True. Faith, I have followed and argued with him hard for 
you, I told him you were a knight and a scholar, and that you 
knew fortitude did consist magis patiendo quam faciendo. magis 
ferendo quam feriendo. 

Daw. It dotli so indeed, sir. 
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True. And that you would suffer, I toH him. So at first he de- 
manded by my troth, in my conceit, too much, 

Daiv. What was it, sir ? 

True. Your upper hp and six of your fore-teeth. 

Daw. 'Twas unreasonable. 

True. Nay, 1 told him plainly, you could not spare them all. 
So after long argument pro ei coii, as you know, I brought him 
down to your two butter-teeth, and ihem he would have. 

Daw. Oh, did you so ? Why, he shall have them. 

True. But he shall not, sir. by your leave. The conclusion is 
this, sir -. because you shall be very good friends hereafter, and 
this never to be remembered or upbraided ; besides, that lie may 
not boast he has done any such thing to you in his own per- 
son, he is to come here in disguise, give you five kicks iri private, 
sir, take your sword from you, and lock you up in that study 
during pleasure ; which will be but a little while, we 11 get it 
released presently. 

Daw. Five kicks ! He shall have six, sir, to be friends. 

True. Believe me, you shall not over -shoot yourself, to send 
him that word by me. 

Daw. Deliver it, sir ; he shall have it with all my heart, to be 

True. Friends ! Nay, an he should not be so, and heartily too, 
upon these terms, he shall have me to enemy while i live. Come, 
sir, bear it bravely. 

D(vui. O, Lord, air, 'tis nothing. 

True. True ; what's six kicks to a man that reads Seneca ? \j 

Daw. 1 have had a hundred, sir. 

True. Sir Amorous 1 

Re-enter D.\UPMINE disguised. 
No speaking one to another, or rehearsing old matters. 

Daw. [iw Daup. ih'ivSf him^ One, two, three, four, five. I 
protest, Sir Amorous, you shall have six. 

True. Nay, I told you, you should not talk. Come give him 
six, an he will needs. [Dauphine kicks him agaiii^—Y<i\\x 
sword. \Takes his sword.] Now return 10 your safe custody ; 
you shall pjesently meet afore tlie ladies, and be the deai-est 
friends one to another. [Puis Daw tnio the siudy^ Give me 
the scarf now, thou shah beat the other bare-faced. Stand by : 
[Dauphine retires, and Truewit^om to the other closet, and 
releases La-Fooi.e.] Sir Amorous I 

La-F. What's here ! A sword ? 

True. I cannot help it ; without I should take the quarrel 
upon myself. Here he has sent you his sword 

La-F. I'll receive none on 't. 

Ttue. And he wills you to fasten it against a wall, and br^ak 
your head in some few several places against the hilts. 
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La-F. 1 will not : tell him roundly. I cannot endure to shed 
my own blood. 

True. Will you not ? 

La-F. No. I 'II beat it against a fair flat wall, if that will 
satisfy him : if not, he shaii beat it himself, for Amorous. 

True. Why, this is strange starting off, when a m in under- 
takes for you ! I offered him another condition ; will you stand 
to that ? 

La-F. Ay, what is 't f 

True. That you will be beaten in private. 

La-F. Yes, I am content, at the blunt. 



True. Then you must submit yourself to be hoodwinked in 
this scarf, and be led to him, where he will take your sword from 
you, and make you bear a blow over the mouth, gules, and 
tweaks by the nose sans nom/ne. 

LaF. I am content. But why must I be blinded ? 

True. That 's for your good, sir ; because if he should grow 
insolent upon this, and publish it hereafter to your disgrace 
{which I hope he will not do), you might swear safely, and pro- 
test, he never beat you, to your knowledge. 

La-F. Oh, I conceive. 

True. I do not doubt but you '11 be perfect good friends upon \, 
and not dare to utter an ill thought one of another in future. 

La-F. Not I, as God help me, of him. 

True. Nor lie of you, sir. If he should, [binds his eyesX 
Come, sir. {Leads him forward.}— All hid, Sir John ! 

Enter Dauphine, and tweaks him by the nose. 

La-F. Oh, Sir John, Sir John ! Oh, o-o-o-o-o-Oh 

Ttne. Good Sir John, leave tweaking, you '!! blow his nose 
off.--'Tis Sir John's pleasure, yoii should retire into the study. 
\Puts him up again} — Why, now you are friends. All bitter- 
ness between you, I hope, is buried : you shall come forth, by 
. and by, Damon and Pythias upon't, and embrace with all the 
rankness of friendship that can be,— I trust, we shall have them 
tamer in their language hereafter. Dauphine, t worship thee, 
God's will, the ladies have surprised us ! 



Hau. Ceniaure, how our judgments were imposed on by these 
a4iilterate knights | 
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Ceil. Nay, madam, Mavis was more deceived tlian we ; 'twas 
her commendation uttered tliem in the college. 

Mav. I commended but their wits, madam, and iheir braveries. 
I never looked toward their valours. 

Hau. Sir Dauphine is valiant, and a wit too, it seems. 

Mav. And a bravery too. 

Hau. Was this his project ? 

Mrs. Ott. So Master Clerimont intimates, madam. 

Hau. Good Morose, when you come to the college, will you 
bring him with you ? He seems a very perfect gentleman. 

Epi. He is so, madam, believe it. 

Cm. But when will you come, Morose ? 

Epi. Three or four days hence, madam, when I have got me 
a coach and horses. 

Hau. No, to-morrow, good Morose ; Centaure shall send you 
her coach. 

Mav. Yes, faith, do. and bring Sir Dauphine with you. 

Hau. She has promised that. Mavis. 

Man. He is a very worthy gentleman in his exteriors, 
madam. 

Hau. Ay, he shows he is judicial in his clothes. 

Cen. And yet not so superlatively neat as some, madam, that 
have their faces set in a brake. 

Hau. Ay, and have every hair in form, 

Mav. That wear purer linen than ourselves, and profess niore 
neatness than the French hermaphrodite 1 

Epi. Ay, ladies, they, what Ihey tell one of us, have toid a 
thousand ; and are the only thieves of our fame, that think to 
take us with that perfume, or with that lace, and laugh at us 
unconscionably when they have done. 

Hau. But Sir Dauphine's carelessness becomes him. 

Cen. I could love a man for such a nose. 

Mav. Or such a leg. 

Cen. He has an exceeding good eye, madam. 

Mav. And a very good lock. 

Cat. Good Morose, bring him to my chamber first. 

Mrs. Ott. Please your honours to ineet at my house, 
madam. 

True. See how they eye thee, man ! they are taken, I warrant 
thee. [Haughty comes forward. 

Hau. You have unbraced our brace of knights here. Master 
Tniewit. 

True. Not I, madam ; it was Sir Dauphine's engine : who, if 
he have disfurnish'd your ladyship of any guard or service by it, 
is able to make the place good again in iiimself. 
Hau. There is no suspicion of that, sir. 
Cen. God so, Mavis, Haughty is kissing. 

Mav. Let us go too, and take part. {.They come forward, 
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Hau. But I am glad of the fortune (beside the discovery of 
two such empty caskets) to gain the knowledge of so rich a mine 
of virtue as Sir Dauphine. 

Celt. We would be all glad to style him of our friendship, and 
see him at the college. 

Mav. He cannot mix with a sweeter society, I'll prophesy ; 
and 1 hope he himself will think so. 

Daup. I should be rude to imagine otherivise, lady. 

True. Did not I tell thee, Dauphine ! Why, all their actions 
are governed by crude opinion, without reason or cause ; they 
know not why they do anything; but, as they are infotin'd, 
believe, judge, praise, condemn, love, hate, and in emulation one 
of another, do all th^e thing_s_ alike. Only they have a natural 
inclination swayOhcni generally to the worst, when they are left 
to themselves. But pursue it, now thou hast them. 

Hau. Shall we go in again, Morose ? 

Epi. Yes, madam. 

Cen, We'll entreat Sir Dauphine's company. 

True. Stay, good madam, the interview of the two friends, 
Pylades and Orestes ; I'll fetch them out to you straight. 

Han. Will you, Master Truewit 'i 

Daup. Ay, but noble ladies, do not confess in your countenance, 
or outward bearing to them, any discovery of their follies, that 
we may see how they will bear up again, with what assurance 
and erection. 

Hau. We will not. Sir Dauphine. 

0«., Mav. Upon our honours, Sir Dauphine. 

True, \goes lo the .^rst doiet.~] Sir Amorous, Sir Amorous ! 
The ladies are here. 

La-F. l-wilkin.'] Are they ? 

Tfue. Yes ; but slip out by-and-by, as their backs arc turned, 
and meet Sir John here, as by chance, when I call you. [Go€s to 
the OiAer.1 Jack Daw. 

J?aw. \iatthm.'\ What say you, sir ? 

True. Whip out behind me suddenly, and no anger in your 
looks to your adversary. Now, now ! 

[La-Foole and Daw slip out aft/uir respective (losets and 
salute each other. 

La-F. Noble Sir John Daw, where have you been ? 

Daw. To seek you. Sir Amorous. 

La-F. Me ! I honour you. 

Daiu. I prevent you, sir. 

Cler. They have forgot their rapiers. 

True. Oh, they meet in peace, man. 

Daup. Where's your sword, Sir John ? 

Cler. And yours. Sir Amorous ? 

Daw. Mine ! My boy had it foith to mend the handle, e'en 
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La-F. And my gold handle was broke too, and my boy had it 
forih. 
Dattp. Indeed, sir !— How their excuses meet ! 
CUr. What a consent there is in the handles ! 
True. Nay, there is so in the poinls too, I warrant you. 

Enter Morose, with the two swords draiuii in his hands. 

Mrs. Ott. Oh, me ! madam, he coines again, the madman ! 
Away! [Ladies, Daw and LA-FoOLE run off. 

Mor. What make these naked weapons here, gentlemen ? 

Trtie. Oh, sir ! here hath like to have been murder since you 
went ; a couple of knights fallen out about the bride's favours \ 
We were fain to take away their weapons ; your house had been 
begged by this time else. 

Mor. For what ? 

Cler. For manslaughter, sir, as being accessory. 

Mor. And for her favours ? 

True. Ay, sir, heretofore, not present— Cierimont, carry them 
"'' "' ' no"'. They have done all the hurt they will do. 

\Exit Cler. "with the two swords, 

Daup. Have you spoke with the lawyer, sir ? 

Mor. Oh no ! ihere is such a noise in the court, that they 
have frighted me home with more violence than \ went ! such 
speaking and counter speaking, with their several voices of 
citations, appellations, allegations, certificates, attachments, 
interrogatories, references, convictions, and afflictions indeed, 
among the doctors and proctors, that the noise here is silence 
to't, a kind of calm midnight \ 

True. Why, sir, if you would be resolved indeed, I can bring 
you hither a very sufficient lawyer, and a learned divine, that 
shall enquire into every least scruple for you. 

Mor. Can yoa. Master Truewit f 

True. Yes, and are -itry sober, grave persons, that will 
dispatch it in a chamber, with a whisper or two, 

Mor. Good, sir, shall 1 hope this benefit from yoit, and trust 
myself into your hands ? 

Tfue, Alas, sir ! your nephew and I have been ashamed and 
oft-times mad, since you went, to think how you are abused. 
Go in, good sir, and lock yourself up till we calf you ; we 'ii tell 

Mor. Do your pleasure with me, gentlemen ; I believe in you, 

and that deserves no delusion. \_Exit. 

True. You shall find none, sir ;— but heap'd, heap'd plenty of 



Daup. What wilt thou do now. Wit ? 

T/ue. Recover me hither Otter and the Barber, if you can, by 
any means, presently. 
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Daup. Why? to what purpose? 

Ttue. Oh, I 'II make the deepest divine, and gravest lawyer, 
out of them two for him 

Daup. Thou canst not, man ; these are waking dreams. 
'^?£^ Do not fear me. Gl^. but a civil ^own.with a welt on 
the one, Mj4-a-eaftotH«il.cloke. with.. sleeyeS-JUl- the other; and 
give them a few terms in their mouths, if there come not forth 
as able a doctor and complete a parson, for this turn, as may be 
wish'd, trust not my election : and I hope, without wronging the 
dignity of either profession, since they are but persons put on,. 
and for mirth's sake to torment him. ^he barber -tutatters 
-tariff, I remember. 

Daup. Yes, and Ott& iut»e. 

True. Well, then, 'f 1 nr^' " ll I irrTtiglc nif ihii mi;: t( 

' ' » ^e th8« ■ ■ ■ - . - . . 



bi f. Tin ri""'"'""t i '?! "" ^'"*^""i_'*'' I* JiHr Pn^v "rf in Fan l tt ; ajr- 

"anything worse . Go you to your ladies, but first send for Ihcm, 

naup. 1 will. {Exeunt. 



Scene \.—A Room in yi.ov.0%'^% House. 
Enter La-Foole, Clerimont, and Daw. 

La-F. Where had you our swords, Master Clerimont ? 
Cler. Why, Dauphine took them from the madman. 
La-F. And he took them from our boys, I warrant you. 
Cler. Very like, sir. 

La-F. Thank you, good Master Clerimont. Sir John Daw 
and I are both beholden to you. 
Cler. Would I knew how to make you so, gentlemen ! 
Daw. Sir Amorous and I are your servants, sir. 

/ Enter Mavis, 

Mav. Gentlemen, have any of you a pen and ink? I would 
fein write out a riddk in Italian, for Sir Dauphine to translate. 

Cler. Not I, in troth, lady ; I am no scrivener. 

Daw. I can furnish you, I think, lady. 

{Exeunt Daw and Mavis. 

Cler. He has it in the haft of a knife, 1 believe. 

La-F. No, he has his box of instruments. 

Ckr. Like a surgeon 1 

La-F. For the mathematics ; his square, his compasses, his 
brass pens, and black-lead, to draw maps of every place and 
person where he comes. 

Cler. How, maps of persons ! 
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La-f. Yes, sir, of Nomentack when he was here, and of the 
prince of Moldavia, and of his mistress, Mistress Epicosne. 



Chr. Away ! he hath not found out her latitude, I hope. 

La-F. You are a pleasant gentleman, sir. 1- 

Cle>, Faith, now we are in private, let's wanton it a little, and 
talk waggishly.— Sir John, I am telling Sir Amorous here, that 
you two govern the ladies wherever you come ; you carry the 
feminine gender afore you. 

Davj. They shall rather carry us afore them, if they will, sir. 

Chr. Nay, I believe that they do, withal— but that you are 
the prime men in their affections, and direct all iheir actions — ■ 

Da-w. Not 1 ; Sir Amorous is. ^ 

. La-F. I protest, Sir John is. 

Daw. As I hope to rise in the slate. Sir Amorous, you have 
the person. 

La-F. Sir John, you have the person, and the discourse too. 

Daw. Not I, sir, I have no discourse — and then you have 
activity, beside. 

La-F. I protest, Sir John, you come as high from Tripoli as I 
do, every whit : and lift as msny join'd stools, and leap over 
them, if you would use it. 

Cler. Well, agree on 't together, knights ; for between you, 
you divide the kingdom or commonwealth of ladies' affections ; 
I see it, and can perceive a little how they observe you, and fear 
you, indeed. You could tell strange stories, my masters, if you 
would, I know. 

Daw. Faith, we have seen somewhat, sir. 

La-F. That we have velvet petticoats, and wrought 

smocks, or so. 

Daiv. Ay, and 

Cler, Nay, out with it, Sir John ; do not envy your friend the 
pleasure of hearing, when you have^ItUS&flcMghi -of ta^tliig. 

Daw. Why— "a^^TT6~you spealc^ Sir Amorous. 

La-F. No, do you, Sir John Daw. 

Daw. V faith, you shall. 

I^a-F. V faith, you shall. 

Daw. Why, we have been 

La-F. In the great bed at Ware together in our time. On, 
Sir John. 

Daw. Nay, do you. Sir Amorous. 

Cler. And these ladies with you, knights ? 

La-F. No, excuse us, sir. 

Daw. We must not wound reputation, 

f-a-F. No matter—they were these, or others. Our bath cost 
BS fifteen pound when we came home. 
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Cler. Do you hear, Sir John ? You shall tell me but one 
thing truly, as you love mc. 
Daiv. If i can, 1 wiU, sir. 

Cler. Vi'M l^y ip th" -ijiipplii-iirii iiilili itii-liiiilM^ Tii.w? 

i?iTW,_Y£s, and conversed wilh her hourly, sir. 

Cler. And what humour is she of? I5 she coming and open, 
free? 

Daiv. Oh, exceeding open, sir, I was her servant, and Sir 
Amorous was to be. 

Cler. Come, you have both had favours from her: I know, and 
have heard so much. 

Daw. Oh, no, sir. 

La-F. You shall excuse us, sir ; we must not wound 
reputation. 

Cler. Tut, she is manied now, and you cannot hurt her with 
any report ; aiid therefore speak plainly; how many times, i'faith ? 
Which of you led first ? Ha ! 

La-F. Sir John, indeed. 

Daw. Oh, it pleases him to say so, sir; but Sir Amorous 
knows what 's what, as well. 

Cler. Dost thou, i' faith. Amorous? 

La-F. In a manner, sir. 

Cler. Why, I commend you, lads. Little knows Don Bride 
groom of this; nor shall he, for me. 

Daw. Hang him, mad ox ! 

Cler. Speak softly ; here comes his nephew, with the Lady 
Haught;^ : he '11 get the ladies from you, sirs, if you look not to 
him in time. 

La-F. Why, if he do, we'll fetch them home again, I warrant 
you. \Exit with Daw. Cler. walks aside. 

Enter DaUPHINE and HAUGHTY. 

Hau. I assure you. Sir Dauphine, it is the price and estima- 
tion of your virtue only, that hath embarked me to this 
adventure ; and I could not but make out to tell you so ; nor can 
I repent me of the act, since it is always an argument of some 
virtue in ourselves, that we love and altect it so in others. 

Daup. Your ladyship sets too high a price on my weakness. 

Hau. Sir, I can distinguish gems from pebbles 

Daup. Are you so skilful in stones ? \_Aside. 

Hau. And howsoever I may suffer in such a judgment as 
yours, by admitting equality of rank or society with Centauie or 
Mavis 

Daup. Vou do not, madam ; I perceive Ihey are your mere 
foils. 

Hau. Then, are you a friend to truth, sir ; it makes me lo»e 
v'x the more, It is not the outward, but the inward man that I 
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affect. They are not apprehensive of an eminent perfection, 
but love iiat and dally. 

Ci:i!. [uiiildn.'] Where are you, my Lady Haughty ? 

Hau. I come presently, Cenlaure. My chamber, sir, my page 
shall show you ; and Trusty, my woman, shall be ever awake for 
you : you need not fear to communicate anything with her, for 
she is a Fidelia. I pray you wear this jewel for my sake, Sir 
Dauphine— 

Enter CentAURE. 

Where 's Mavis, Centaure ? 

Cen. Within, madam, a-writing. I'll follow you presently; 
[Exit Hflu.] I '11 but speak a word with Sir Dauphine. 

Daup. With me, madam ? 

Cen. Good Sir Dauphine, do not trust Haughty, nor make any 
credit to her, whatever you do besides. Sir Dauphine, 1 give 
you this caution, she is a perfect courtier, and loves nobody but 
for her uses ; and lor her uses she loves all. Besides, her phy- 
sicians give her out to be none o' the clearest, whether she pay 
them or no, Heaven knows; and she's above fifty too, and 
pargets ! See her in a forenoon. Here comes Mavis, a worse 
face than she ! You ivould not ]ike this by candle-light. 

Re-enter MAVIS. 

If you'il come to my chamber one 
late in an evening, 1 '11 tel! you 
Mavis ? 

Mav. Within, Centaure. 

Cen. What have you there? 

Mav. An Italian riddle for Sir Dauphine,— you shall not see 
it, i'faith, Centaure.— [S'r^y Cen. J— Good Sir Dauphine, solve it 
for me : 1 '11 call for it anon. lExit. 

Cler. [comm^; forweird.'] How now, Dauphine 1 how dost 
thou quit thyself of these females ? 

Daup. 'Slight, they haunt me like fairies, and give me jewels 
here ; I cannot be rid of them. 

Clei-. Oh, you must not tell though. 

Daup. Mass, I forgot that : i was never so assaulted. . One 
Wotj f^v .,;ri.,^^ -r.^ hrihfts nie wilh thi.'. ■, —\sheTX!.': the iewel .\— 
"an other loves me with raulio n. and so would possess me ; a 
TETrd brings me a riddle h ereT and all are jealous, and rail each 

Cler. A riddle ! pray let me see it, [Reads. 

Sir Dauphine, I chose this -way of intimation /or privaey. The 
ladies here, I know, have both hope and purpose to make a 
collegiate and servant ofyoii. If I might be se honoured, as to 
appear at any end of so noble a work, I would enter inlo a fame 
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of takirifr physic to-tnorroto, and continue it four or five days, or 
longer, for your visitation. Mavis. 

By my faith, a subtle one ! Call you this a riddle ? what 's 
their plain- dealing, trow ? 

Daup. We 1^ TnieMt lo tell us that. 

CUr. We lacTvhira for somewhat else too : hjM^ghtfi rfifgrmn- 

Hop; arp UT«||ifl ||p ^c higli anvi int|n'<-r't ^c "V^rmpy- wf fg,^ 

^~-TTaup. You jest. 

Cler. No drunkards, either with wine or vanity, ever confessed 
such stories of themselves. I would not give a fiy's leg in 
balance against all the women's reputations here, if they could 
be but thought to speak truth : and fjy;_ilie. .hul de. thev ha ve 



Cler. Yes ; and tell times and circumstances, with the cause 
why, and the place where. 1 had almost brought them to affirm 
that they had done it to-day, 

Daup. Not both of them .' 

Cler. Yes, faith ; with a sooth or two more I had effected it 
They would have set it down under their hands. 

Daup. Whv, they will be our sport, I see, still, whether we 
will or no. 

Enter True wit. 

True. Oh, are you here ? Come, Dauphine ; go call your 
uncle presently : 1 have fitted my divine and my canonist, dyed 
their beards and all. The knaves do not know themselves, they are 
so exalted and altered. Preferment changes any man. Thou 
shall keep one door and I another, and then Clcrimont in the 
midst, that he may have no means of escape from their cavilling, 
when they grow hot once again. And then the women, as I 
have given the bride her instructions, to break in upon him in 
the I'envoy. / Oh, 'twill be full and twanging ! I Anay I fetch him. 
^{^Exii Dauphine. 

Enter Otter disguised as a divine^ and Cuteeard as a canon 

Come, master doctor, and master parson, look to your parts now, 
and discharge them bravely ; you are well set forth, perform it 
as well- If you chance to be out, do not confess it with standing 
still, or humming, or gaping one at another ; but go on, and 
tl\lk aloud and eagerly ; use vehement action, and only remem- 
ber your terms, and you are safe. Let the matter go where it 
will ; you have many will do so. !i«t at first be very solemn 
and grave, like vpiir g arnifnt*;, th"Mch ynu Hose -yourselves 
''tpr^ and »i|fip nut likp .T hrai-p nf jm^lws-rm- a tafalc. Herfl 
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he comes : set your faces, and look superciliously, while I 
present you. 

Re-enter Dauphine "mth Morose. 

Mor. Are these the t\vo learned men ? 

Tnie. Yes, sir ; please you salute them. 

Mor. Salute them? 1 had rather do anything than wear out 
time so unfruitfuUy, sir. I wonder how these common forms, 
as God save you, and You are ■welcoiin, are come to be a habit 
in our lives : or, I am glad to see you ! when I cannot see what 
the profit can be of these words, so long as it is no whit better 
with him whose affairs are sad and grievous, that he hears this 

True. 'Tis true, sir ; we'll go to the matter then,— Gentlemen, 
master doctor, and master parson, I have acquainted you 
sufficiently with the business for which you are come hither ; 
and jou are not now to inform yourselves in the stale of ihe 
question, I know. This is the gentleman who expects your 
resolution, and therefore, when you please, begin. 

Ott. Please you, master doctor. 

Cut, Please you, good master parson. 

Olt. I would hear the canon-law speak first. 

Cut. It must give place to positive divinity, sir. 

Mor. Nay, good gentlemen, do not throw me into circum- 
stances. Let your comforts arrive quickly at me, those that are. 
Be swift in afiording me my peace, if so 1 shall hope any. I 
love not your disputations, or yotir court-tumults. And that it 
be not strange to you, 1 will tell you : My father, in my 
education, was wont to advise methat I should always collect 
and contain my mind, not suffering it to flow loosely ; that I 
should look to wiiat things were necessary to the carriage of my 
life, and what not ; embracing the one and eschewing the other : 
in short, that 1 should endear myself to rest, and avoid turmoil ; 
which now is grown to be another nature to me. So that 1 
come not to your public pleadings, or your places of noise ; not 
that I neglect those things that make for the dignity of the 
• commonwealth : but for tlie mere avoiding of clamours and 
impertinences of orators, that know not 1-ow to be silent. And 
for the cause of noise, am I now a suitor to you. You do no t 
know in what a misery I have been exercised this ^l^y, whar a 
torffm o f evil ! mr yen- tiousc mriri rxnn-^ ■vit>' <K^t..."..H 1 
1 dwell in a windmill; the perpetual motion is here, and not at 
Eltham. 

True. Well, good master doctor, will you break the icef 
master pnrson will wade after. 

Cttt. Sir, though unworthy, and tlie weaker, J will presiune. 

Ott. 'Tis no presumption, dpmine doctor> 
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Mor. Yet again ! 

Oil. Your question is, For how many causes a man may have 

idivortium legitimum, a lawful divorce? First, you must under- 
stand the nature of the word, divorce, k diveriendo 
Mor. No excursions upon words, good doctor ; to the queslion 
briefly. 

Cut. I answer then, the canon law affords divorce but in few 
cases ; and the principal is in the common case, the adulterous 
case : But there are modedm impedimenla, twelve impediments, 
as we call them, all which do not dirimere contractum, but 
irritum reddere mairimonium^ as we say in the canon law, not 
take away the bond, hit cattse a nullity therein. 

Mor. I understood you before ; good sir, avoid your imper- 
tinency of translation. 

Olt. He cannot open this too much, sir, by your favour. 

Mor. Yet more ! 

Ttue. Oh, you Biust give the leavnedmenleave,sir,— To your 
impediments, master dottor. 

Cut. The first is impedtmentam erroris. 

Ott. Of which there are several species. 

Cut. Ay, as errot persona. 

Ott. If you contract yourself to one person, thinking her 
another. 

Cut. Then, error fortune. 

Ott. if she be a beggar, and you thought her rich 

Cut. Then, error qualitatis. 

Olt. If she prove stubborn or head-strong, that you thought 
obedient. 

Moi. How! is ihat, sir, a lawful impediment? One at once, 
I pray you, gentlemen. 

Ott. Ay, ants copulam, but natpost copulam, sir. .-'''' 

Cut. Master parson says right. Nee post nuptiarum bene- 
dictionem. It doth indeed but irrita reddere sponsalia, annul 
the contract ; after marriage it i.s of no obstancy. 

True. Alas, sir, what a hope are we fallen from by this 
time! 

Cut. The next is conditio : if you thought her free born, and 
she prove a bond-woman, there is impediment of estate and 
condition. 

Ott. Ay, but, master doctor, those servitudes axtstiblala: now, 
among us Christians. 

Cut. By your favour, master parson 

Ott. You Shalt give me leave, master doctor. 

Mor. Nay, gentlemen, quarrel not in that question; it con- 
cerns not my case : pass to the third.,,- . 

Cut. Well, then, the third is votiim : if eitherparty have made 
a vow of cliastity. But that practice, as master parson said of 
the other, is taken away among us, thanks be to discipline. 
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The fourth is cognatio \ if the persons be of kin within the 
degrees. 

Ott. Ay ; do you know what the degrees are, sir? 

Mor. No, nor I care not, sir ; they offer me no comfort in the 
question, I am sure. 

Cut. But there is a branch of this impediment may, which is 
cognatio spiritualis ; if you were her godfather, sir, then the 
marriage is incestuous. 

Oii. That comment is absurd and superstitious, master 
doctor : 1 cannot endure it. Are we not all brothers and 
sisters and as much akin in that as godfathers and god- 
daughters ? 

Mor. Oh me ! to end the controversy, I never was a god- 
father, I never was a godfather in my life, sir. Pass to llie 

Cu(. The fifth is cyimeit adulterii ; the known case. The 
sixth, culius ifispuritas, difference of religion ; have you «ver 
examined her, what religion she is of? 

Mai . No, I would rather she were of none, than be put to the 
trouble of it. 

Oii. You may have it done for you, sir. 

Mor. By no means, good sir; on to the rest : shall you ever 
come to an end, think you ? 

True. Yes, he has done half, sir. — Be patient, and expect, sir, 

Cu/. The seventh is, vis : if it were upon compulsion or force, 

Mor. Oh, no, it was too voluntary, mine ; too voluntary. 

Cui. The eightli is, orifa ; if ever she have taken holy orders. 

Oil. That 's superstitious too. 

Afor. No matter, master parson ; would she would go into a 
nunnery yet, 

Cii/. The ninth is, ligamcn; if you were bound, sir, to any 
other before. 

Mor. I thrust myself too soon into these fetters. 

Cut. The tentli is, publica honestasj which is imhoata 
guadatn affiiiitas. 

Ott. Ay, or affinitus orta ex sponsalibus ; and is but Uvi 
impedinuntum. 

Mor. I feel no air of comfort blowing to me, in all this. 

Cut. The eleventh is, afflnifas exfotnicatione. 

Ott. Which is no less vera affiiiitas, than the other, master 
doctor. 

Cut. True, qum oritur ex legitimo matrimonio. 

Cui. You say right, venerable doctor ; and, nascUur tx eo, 
gttod per conjuiciiiin dum personce efficimititr una caro 

True. Hey-day, now they begin 1 

Cut. 1 conceive you, master parson ; ita per fornicationeni 
ceque est verus pater, qui sic ffenerat 

Oli. Et verefilius qui sic generatur 

12 
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Mor. What 's all this to me ? 

Clsr. Now it grows wanii. 

Cut. The twelfth and last is, si forte coire neguiUs. 

Ott. Ay, that is impedinwttum gravissimitm i it doth utterly 
annul, and annihilaEc, that. If )*ou have manifesfam frigiditatem, 
you are well, sir. 

True. Why, there is comfort come at length, sir. Confess 
yourself but a man unable, and she will sue to be divorced first, 

Ott. Ay, or if there be morbus perpetuus, et insanabilis; as 
paralysis, elephantiasis, of so^ — — 

Daup. Oh, \Mt/rigtditas is the fairer way, gentlemen. 

Oil. You say troth, sir, and as it is in the canon, master 

Cler. Before he speaks ! 

Ott. That a boy, or child, under years, is not fit for marriage, 
because he C!i.ive\a\, red^ere iiebilum. So your omnipotentes — — 

True. Your unpiienles, you lobster ! \_Aside to Ott. 

Ott. Yo\xr iiHpolenUs, I should say, are minime apti ad con- 
Irahcnda mairirnoimtm. 

Trite. Matrimanium ! we shall have most unmatrimonial 
Lalin with j'ou : malrimonia, and be hanged. 

Daup. YoQ put ihem out, man. 

Cut. But then there will arise a doubt, master parson, in our 
ai5e,pi>sl mafrimof.iuiii ; tha.K frigiditale praditus—Ao yoi'. 



Oil. Absurd, absurd, absurd, and merely apostatical ! 
Cut. You shali pardon me, master parson, I can prove it. 
Oil. You can prove a will, master doctor ; you can provt 
nothing else. IJoes not the verse of your own canon say, 

Hxc socianda vetanC connubia, facta 

Cut. I grant you ; 

Mor. Oh, this was 

Olf. In alernum, sir. 

Cut. That's false in divinity, by your favour, 

Ott. ''I'is false in humanity to say so. Is he no 
inutilis adthanim ? Can he prwslare Jidem datam ? 
fain know. 

Cut. Yes ; hoiv if he do convahref 

Ott. He cannot cnnvaUre, it is impossible. 

True. Nay, good sir, attend the learned men : the; 
you neglect them else. 

Cut. Or, if he do simidan- himself fn'gidinii, odi 
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Oit. I say, he is adulter manifeitus then. 

Daup. They dispute it vety learnedly, i' faith. 

OH. And. prostiliitor uxoris J and this is positive. 

Mor. Good sir, let me escape. 

True. You will not do me that wrong, sir.' 

Oil And, thereforejjLlie_b&juija^jfe_/Vi^/'rfj/j, sir- 

Cui. Ay, if he be ^^i^sh/r^^iSfl grant you — 

0/e. Why, that wasTHy LUIlllusTon. 

Cu(. And mine too. 

True. Nay, hear the conclusion, sir. 

Oet Thm/rigiditaiis causa 

Cut. Yes, causa Jrigidilaiis 

Mor. Oh, mine ears ! 

Ott. She may have libelluin liivortii against you. 
Cut. Ay, divortii libelluin she will sure have. 
Mor. Good echoes, forbear. 

Ott. If you confess it 

Cut, Which I would do, sir 

Mor. I will do anything. 

Ott. And clear myself /«^j-ii conscienti<2^~~ 

Cut. Because you want indeed 

Mor. Yet more ! 

Ott. Exerceiidi potesMe. ,■■ . .-' if- 



Epi. I will not endure it any longer. Ladies, I beseech you, 
help me. This is such a wrong as never was offered to poor 
bride before : upon her marriage-day to have her husband con- 
spire against her, and a couple of mercenary companions to be 
brought ill for form's sake, to persuade a separation \ If you 
had blood or virtue in you, gentlemen, you would not suffer such 
earwigs about a husband, or scorpions to creep between man 

Mar. Oh tlie variety and changes of my torment ! 

Hau. Let them be cudgelled out of doors by our grooms. 

Cen. I '11 lend you my footman. 

Ma7i. We'll have our men blanket them in the hall. 

Mrs. Ott. K% there was one at our house, madam, for peeping 
in at the door. 

Daiu. Content, i' faith. 

True. Stay, ladies and gentlemen ; vou 'II hear Ijefore you 
proceed ? 

Mav. I 'd have the bridegioom blanketted too, 

Ceu. Begin with him first. 

Hau. Yes, by my troth, 

Mor. O mankind generation ! 
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Daitp. Ladies, for my sake forbear. 

Hau. Yes, fw^i^ic-D auphine's sake. 

Cen. Hp^ shall rninnnnfl ni * 

£^-F.tie is as fine a genileman of his inches, madam, as any 
is about the town, and wears as good colours when he lists. 

True. Be brief, sir, and confess your infirmity : she 'ii be a-lire 
to be quit of you, if she but hear that named once, you shall not 
intreat her to stay : she'll fly you like one that had the marks 
upon him. 

Mor. Ladies, I must ci^ave all your pai-dons 

True. Silence, ladies. 

Mor. For a wrong I have done to your whole sei;, in marrying 
this feir and virtuous gentlewoman • 

Cler. Hear him, good ladies. 

Mor. Being guilty of an infirmity, which, before I conferred 
with these learned men, I thought I might have concealed 

Tnte. But now being better informed in his conscience by 
them, he is to declare it, and give satisfaction, by asking your 
public forgiveness. 
J Mor. I am no man, ladies, 
r All. How 1 

Mor. Utterly unable in nature, by reason of frigidity, to per- 
form the duties, or any the least office of a husband. 

Mav. Now out upon him, prodigious creature ! * 

V. Cen. Bridegroom uncarnate ! 

Han. And would you offer it to a young gentlewoman ? 

Mrs. Ott. A lady of her longings.' 

Epi. Tut, a device, a device, this ! It smells rankly, ladies. A 

True. Why, if you suspect that, ladies, you may have him 
searched 

Daw. As the custom is, by a jury of physicians. 

La-F. Yes, faith, 'twill be brave. 

Mor. Oh, me, must I undergo that ? 

Mrs. Ott. No, let women search him, madam ; we can do it 
ourselves. 

Mor. Out on me ! worse. 
■ Ept. No, ladies, you shall not need, I 'II take him with all his 
faults. 

Mor. Worst of all ! 

Cler. Why then, 'tis no divorce, doctor, if she consent not ? 

Cuf. No, if the man be frigidus, it is de parte uxoris, that wc 
grant Itbellum divortii, in the law. 

Ott. Ay, it is the same in theology. 

Mor. Worse, worse than worst 1 

True. Nay, sir, be not utterly disheartened ; we have yet a 
small relic of hope left, as near as our comJort is blown out, 
ClerimOQt, produce your brace of knights. What was that, 
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mftster^arson, you told me j'« errore quaUtatis,<^axi'awi'i-- 
Dauphine, whisper the bride, that she carry it as if she were 
guilty, and ashamed. ' \As'ii!e. 

Ott. Marry, sir, in errore gualitalis, (which master doctor did 
forbear to urge,) if she be found corrupta, that is, vitiated or 
broken up, that was pro vi?-gtne desponsa, espoused for a 

Mor. What then, sir? 

Ott. IK &a'A\. dirimere contractum,-axAirritum reddere\Qa. 

True. If this be true we are happy again, sir, once more. 
Here are an honourable brace of knights, that shall affirm so 
much. 

Dww. Pardon us, good Master Clerimont. 

La-F. You shall excuse us, Master Clerimont. 

Cter. Nay, you must make it good now, knights, there is no 
remedy t i '11 eat no words for you, nor no men : you know you 
spoke it to me. 

Da-w. Is this gentleman-like, sir ? 

Tnie. Tack Daw, he 's worse than Sir Amorous; fiercer a great 
deal. {Aside to DAw.J Sir Amorous, beware, there be ten 
Daws in this Clerimont. \^Aside to L.\-Foole. 

La-F. I '11 confess it, sir. 

Dww. Will you, Sir Amorous, will you wound reputation? 

La-F. I am resolved. 

True. So should you be too. Jack Daw : what should keep 
you off? she 's but a woman, and in disgrace : he '11 be glad on 't. 

Daw. Will he ? I thought he would have been angry, 

Cler. You will dispatch, knights ; it must be done, i 'faith. 

True. Why, an it must, it shall, sir, they say ; they '11 ne'er go 
back. Do not tempt his patience. [Aside to them. 

Daw. Is it true indeed, sir ? 

La-F. Yes, \ assure you, sir. 

Mor. What is true, ge^itlemen? what do you assure me? 

Daw. That we have known your bride, sir 

La-F. In good fashion. §he was our mistress or so— - 

Cler. Nay, you must be plain, ItmgfttS, M you were to me. 

Oil. Ay, the question is, if you have camaliter, or no ? 

La-F. Camaliter/ what else, sir? 

Ott. It is enough ; a plain nullity. 

Fpt. I am undone, I am undone ! 

Mor. Oh, let me worship and adore you, gentlemen ! 

Epi. I am undone. [ Weeps. 

Mor. Yes, to my hand, I thank these knights. Master par- 
son, let me thank you otherwise. {Gives Aim money. 

Cen. And have they confest ? 

Mav. Now out upon them, informers! 

True. You see what creattires you may bestow your favours 
on, madams. 
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Hau. I would except against theni as beaten kniyhts, wench, 



Mrs. Ott. Poor gentlewonjnn, ho^i' she takes it '. 

iiufc -Be.Efimfi>Xted» JsICEQse, Ilovc.^u-the-betterftjrt: ■• 

Ccn. So do I, I protest. 

Cut. But, gentlemen, yon have not known her since jiiatri- 

Daw. Not to-day, master doctor. 
Jm-F. No, sir, not to-day. 

Cut. Why, then I say, for any act before, the matrlmon- 
ium is good and perfect ; unleaa-th e. worshipful bridegroom did 

Epi. No, that he did not, I assure you, master doctor. 

Cut. If he cannot prove that, it is ratunt conjugium., notwith- 
standing the premises; and they do no way iinpedire. And this 
is iny sentence, this I pronounce- 

Ott. I am of master doctor's resolution too, sir ; if you made 
not that demand ante nuptias. 

Mor. O my heart I 
is worst of all worst w< 
her so, and so mnch n 

Daup. Come, I see now plain confederacy in this doct r and 
this parson, to abuse a gentleman. You study his affliction. I 
pray be gone, companions. — And, gentlemen, I begin to suspect 
you for having parts with them. — Sir, will it please jou hear 

i Mor. Olii^do no t talk to me ; take not from me the pleasure of 
dying in silence, nephew, 

Daup. f^|r T miict s pfalc tfi-y oii. I have been iong your poor 
despised kinsman, and many a haid thought has strengthened 
you against me : but now it shall appear if cither I love you or 
your peace, and prefer them to all the world beside. I will not 
be longor grievous to you, sir. Lf I fipp yftij of flijij unhappy 
match absolutely, and instantly, after all this trouble, a;id almost 
iirySur despair, now 

Mor. it cannot be. 

Daup. Sir, that you be never troubled with a murmur of it 
more, what shall I hope for, or deserve of you ? 

Mor. Oh, whatthouwih, nephew ! Thou shalt deserve mc, 
and have me. 

Daup. Shall I have your favour perfect to me, and iovc here- 
after ? 

Mor. That, and anything beside. Make thine own condi- 

Daup. Nay, sir. I will not be so unreasonable. 
Epi. Will Sir Dauphine be mine enemy too ? 
Daup. You know I have been long a suitor to you, upcle, th^t 
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out of your estate, which is fifteen hundred a-year, you would 
al.low me but five hundred during life, and assure the rest upon 
me after ; to which I have often, by myself and friends, tendered 
you a writing to sign, which you would never consent or incline 
to. If you please but to effect it now 

Mor. Thou shak have it, nephew ; 1 will do it, and more, 

Dtiup. If I quit you not presently, and for ever, of this 
cumber, you shall have power instantly, afore all these, to 
revoke your act, and I will become whose slave you ivili give 
me to, for ei'er. 

Mor. Where is the writing ? I will seal to it, that, or (o a 
blanli, an i write thine own conditions. 
- Epi. Oh me, most unfortunate, wretched gentlewoman ! 

Hau. Will Sir Dauphinc do this ? 

Epi. Good sir, have some compassion on me. 

Moi: Oh, my nephew knows you, belike ; away, crocodile! 

Cen. He does it not sure without good ground. 

Daup. Here, sir. \Gives kirn the parchments, 

Mor. Come, nephew, give me the pen ; I will subscribe to 
anything, and seal to what thou wilt, for my deliverance. Thou 
art my restorer. Here, I deliver it thee as my deed. If there 
be a word in it lacking, or writ with f ilse orthogtaphy, I protest 
before [Heaven] I will not take the advantage. 

[Returns the ivritings. 

Daub. Then here is your release, sir \takes .Mff-%s:f^ M e's 
peruke cr "(l nf^"- ^/rp-ji.'cjr "| — Vni hT'ft inr i rrif d ft ""> •■ a ^entle-^ 
man's son, that ! have brought u|) this half yehr at my great 
charges, and for this composition, which I have now made with 
you.— What say you, master doctor ? This is justum impedi- 
mentum, I hope, i-nvr persona ? 

Ott. Yes, sir, in pri/no gradu. 

Cnt. In prima gradu. 

Daup. I thank you, good Doctor Cutbeard, and Parson Otter. 
\PuUs their false beards and g,owns off^ You are beholden to 
them, sir, that have taken this pains for you ; and my friend. 
Master Truewit, who enabled them for the business. Now you 
may go in and rest ; be as private as you will, sir. — {Exit 
JIoROSE,]-;-! 11 not trouble you, tiii you trnnijpnig wi'T' y""r . . 
funeral, which I care not how soon it coiHE^Cutbeard, I'll make 
your le ise good, Thank me not, but with your leg, Cutbeard. --t 
And Tom Otter, your princess shall be reconciled to you.— How - 
now, gentlemen, do you look at me ? 

Cler. A hov ! 

Daup. Vt% Mistress Epiccene. 

True. Well, ]^jiip''i"-'i ■-■•"■ '■-""■ i..t-/-^<"' yn.if fr;pn,u ^ifiiii. 
hptti-r hilf "f the f-T-'-"-"* ''Y r'^i'"'p''i'";r ''"'^ p^'' "'' thp yt]'^'* -. 
And, Cleri- 
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m]' part of it freely. Nay, Sir Daw and Sir La-Foole, you see the 
gentlewoman that has done you the favours ! we are all thankful 
10 you, and so should the womaa-kind here, specially for. lying 
on her, though not with her ! you meant so, I am sure. But 
that we have stuck it upon you to-day, in your imagined persons, 
and so lately, this Ama;on, the champion of the sex, should beat 
you now thriftily, for the common slanders which ladies receive 
from such cuckoos as you are. You are they that, when no 
merit or fortune can make you hope lo enjoy their bodies, will 
yet lie with their reputations, and make their fame suffer. Away, 
you common molhs of these, and all ladies' honours. Go, 
travel to make legs and fices ind come home with some new 
matter to be laughed -it >o deserve to 1 e n in air as 
corrupted as tbnt vhere th yo feed r our [Er ;? Daw 
and La-Foole ] — Mada ns ou are mute upon th s new meta- 
morphosis I But here s a ds she that his n 1 cited your 
fames, Take heel of sue naectse hereafter A d let it not 
trouble you, th you have d sco ered any myster es to this 
young gentlemin he is al uoot of years a d w U n ake a good 
visitant withm this twelvemonth. In the meantime, we 'U all 
undertake for his secrecy, that can speak so well of his silence. 
^Cij»w'«f /ffni'iirrf.]— Speclat9r)»..i£-.y.wt -Wtcthis comedy, rise 
cheerfully, and now MSrosTis gone in, clap your hands. It may 
'je, ^at noise will cure him, at least plea=6"hiin7 [Exeunt. 
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The Sad Shepherd; 



A TALE OF ROBIN HOOD. 



ARGUMENT. 



Robin Hood, having invited all the shepherds and shepherdesses o£ the 
vale of Belvoir to a feast in the forest of Sherwood, and trusting to his 
mistress, Maid Marian, with her woodmen, to kill him venison a|;ainst ihf 
day ; having left the like charge with Friar Tuck, his chaplain and stnvard,- 
(o command Iherest of his merry men to see the bower made reodyj and nit 
things in order for the entertainment; meeting with his guests at their 
entrance into the wood, welcomas them and conducts them to bis bower. 
Where, by the way, he receives the relation of the Sad SHEPHERD, 
^gbmour. who is fallen into n deep melancholy for the loss of his beloved 
Earine, reported to have been drowned in passing over the Trent, some few 
days before. They endeavour in what they can to comfort him : but his 
disesse having taken such strong root, all is in viiin, and Ihey are forced to 
leave him. In the mean time, Marian is come from hunting with the 
himlsmen. where the lovers interchangeably express iheir loves. Robin 
Hood enquires if she hunted (he deer at force, and what sport be made? 
how long he stood, and what head he bore? All which is briefly answered, 
witli a relation of bn-oking him up, and the raven and her bone, 'f he 
suspect had of that raven to be Maudlin, the witch of Paplewick, whom 
one of the huntsmen met iu the morning at the rousing of the deer, and 
is coniirmed, by lier being then in Robin Hood's kitchen, in the chimney 
corner, broiling the same bit which was thrown to the raven at the quaiTy 
or fall of the deer. Marian being gone in lo show the deer to some of 
the shepherdesses, returns instantly tc " 

II... ^^.^.r..,. d... i.^..! L^n^'T *^ I..... «1 



1 killed, to her they call the witch ; quarrels with her 
depnrts, leaving them all in 



love, Robin Hood, abuselh him, and his guests the shepherds ; and si 



venison, made them suspicious e 
Hood so jealous of his Marian, 
reconcile them ; glorying so 
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268 THE SAD SHEPHERD. 

confeEisetli to liave surprised Enrine, stripped her o[ lier garments, to make 
her daughter appear fine at thisft^ast in ihem ; and to have shut the niQiden 
up in a tree, as her son's priie, if he could win her; or liis prey if he would 
force her. Her son, a rude, bro^^ng swineherd, comes lo the tree lo 
woo her, (his mother and sister stepjanK aside to overhear him) and fiist 
hoists his wealth to her, and his posscosFons ; which move not. Then lie 
presents litr giFts, such as himself is taken \vilh, but she utterly shows a 
scorn and loallilng both of hiin and them. Hb mother is angry, rates him. 
instructs him what Co do the neitt time, and persuades her daughter lo shovv 
herself about the bower : tells how she sliall know her tnother. when she is 
transform'd, by her broidered belt. Meanwhile the young shepherdess Amie, 
being ki.t by Karolin, I£arine's brother, falls in love ; but Imous not what 
love is; Imtdescribeslierdisease so innocently, that Marian pities lier. When 
Robin Hood and therest of his guests invited, enter to Marian, upbr.iidiiig her 
with sending aivny their venison to Nfother Maudlin byScatlilock, wliicli she 
denies ; Seathlocfc affirms it ; but seeing his mistress weep and to forswear 
it, begins to doubt his own understanding, rather than aflfront her fattlicr ; 
which lualces Robin Hood and the rest to examine themselves better. But 
Maudlin, the witch, entering like herself, comes to timnli her for her bouiily: 
at which Marian is more angry, and more denies the deed. Scathlock enters, 
tells he has brongiit it again, and delivered it lo tlie cook. The wilch is 
inwardly vext (he venison is so recovered from her by the rude huntsinnn. 
and murmurs and curses ; bewitches the cook, mocks poor Amie and the 
rest : discoverelh her ill nature, and is a means of reconciling tiieni all. For 
the sage shej^erd suspecteth her mischief, if slie be not prevented : and so 
persuadelh to seiie on her. Whereupon Robin Hood tlLipatcheth out his 
woodmen to hunt and take her. 

ACT in. 

Puck-Hairy discovereth himself in the forest and discoutseth his offices, 
with their necessities, briefly ; after which. Douce entering in the liabit of 
Eaiine, is pursued by Karol ; who (mistaking her at first to be his sister) 
questions her how she cante by (hose j^arments. Slie answer^, by her 
mother's gift. Hie Sad Shepherd coming in the while, she runs away 
affrighted, and leaves Karol suddenly; j£ffUmour, thinking it to be l^rine's 
ghost he ^w. falls into amelancholicexpressionof his phant'^ to Karol, and 
questions liim sadly about that point, which moves conipas^on in Karol of 
his mistake still. When Clarion and Lionel enter to call Karol to Amie, 
Karol reports to them -Eglamour's passion, with much regret. Clarion 
resolves to seek him. Karol to return with LJonel. By the way. Douce and 
her tnother (in the shape of Marian) meet them, and woifld divert them, 
affirming Amie to be recovered, which Lionel wondered at to be so soon. 
Robin Hood enters, they tell him the relation of the witch, thinking her to be 
Marian ; Robin suspecting her to be Maudlin, lays hold of her girdle sud. 
denly, but she. striving to get free, they both run out. and he returns with the 
belt broken. She following in her own shape, demandingit, but at a distance, 

into a rage, and cursing, resolving to trust to her old arts, which she calls 
herdaughter to assist in. The shepherds, content with this discovery, go 
home triumphing, make the relation to Marian. Amie b gladded witli 
the sight of Karol, &c. In the mean time, enters Lorel. with purpose to 
ravbh Esrine, and calling her forth lo that lewd end, he by the heHring of 
Clarion's footing is staid, and forced to commit her hastily to the tree again ; 
where CUirion coming by, and hearing a voice singing, draws near unio 
it ; but jKglamour hearing it also, and knowing it to be Earine's, falls 
into a superstitious commendation of it; as being an angel's, and in the 
wr; when Clarion espies a hand put forth from the tree, and makes towards 
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i[, learing .Eglamour 10 his wild pliant' sie, who quisteth Itjo place: and 
Clarion beginning lo court the hand, and make love to it, lliete ariseth a 
mist suddenly, which darkening all the place, Clarion loselh himself and 
the tree where Earine is cndosed, Janienling his itiisforlune, with the 
unknown nymph's misery. ']"he air clearing, enters the witch, with her 
son and daughter, tells them how she bad caused tliat late darkness, to free 
Lorel from surprisal, and his prey from being rescued from iiim ; tnds him 
look to her, and lock her up more carefully, and follow her, Co assist a 
work slie hath in hand, of recovering her lost girdle ; which she laments 
the loss of with cuisings, execrations', wistung confusion to their (east and 
meeting:, sends her son and daughter to gather certain simples foe the 
purpose, and bring them to her dell. This Pnck hearing, prevents, and 
shows her error still. Tlie huatsmen hnving found her footing, follow the 
(rack, and prick after lier. She gets to her dell, and takes her form. Enter 
[the huntsmen,] Aiken has spied her sitting uitli her spindte, threads, and 
■mages, 'i'hey are eager to seize her presently, but Aiken persuades them 
lo let her begin her charms, which they do. Her son and d^ugliter come 
(0 her ; the hunlsnien are affrighted n? they see her work go forward. And 
over-hasty to apprehend her, she escapeth lliem all, by the help and 
delusions of Puck. 

PERSONS OF THE PLAY. 

Robin Hood, the Ckkf Woodiiiatt. Lorel, tlu Riide. a S-iomeherd, ikt 

Master o/tht Feast Witch's Son. 

FjtiAH Tuck, his Ciaplaia and Foctt-HATRV. or Robin Good- 

LiTTLK John, Bow.h-arcr. Reubkn, til Rcicnciler, a dizvul 



GEOKCE-A-GitiiEN, Haisktr of tkc MAHiAS, Robin Hood's Lady. 
Bovifr. EAUtNi-:, Ihi Biautifiil. 1 ^.^,,„. 

Much, Bailiff, or Aiator. MKl.LTri.EUk,«(5jim/, J. ■*"'?""■ 

Ami.;, the Ginllt. J 

Maudlin, the Envhus. ih, 

.■Eglamouh, the Sad, \ of Paplcvn'eh. 

Clarion, the Hick. Douce, the Proud, her daaghler. 

LmskI., lA! CourtiwHi, V Shepherds. 

ALK.KN, lie Sage, I Musicians, Foresters, & 

Kakoun, lie /^i//i/, 



Yet you, with patience, hearkening more and more, 
At length have grown up to him, .ind made known 
The working of his pen » now your own ■, 
He prays you would vouchsafe, for vour own sake, 



As from mere English fiocks his muse can pull. 
He hopes when it is made up into clolh, 
)4in the most carious bead here will be lo^ 
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To wear a hood of il, it being a fleece, 
To match or those of Sicily or Greece, 
His scene is Sherwood, and his pisy a Tale 
Of Robin Hood's inviting from ihe vale 
Of Belvoir, all the Shepherds to a feast \ 
Where, -by the casual absence of one guest, 
The mirth is troubled much, and i» one man 
As much of sadness ^own as passion can : 
The sad young shepherd, whom we here present, 
Like his woes figure, dark and discontent, 

[The Sad Skefherd fasscth silently ove. 
For if his lost iove, who in the Trent is said 
To have miiicarTied ; 'las ! what knows the head 
Of a calm livM-, whom the feet have drown'd ?— 
Hear what his sorrows are ; and if they wound 
Your gentle breasts, so that the end crown all 
Which in the scope of one day's chance may fell ; 
Old Trent will send you more such tales as these. 
And shall grow young again as one dotli please. 

[E^-it. butimfaitti 
But here 's an heresy of late let fall. 
That mirth by no means tils a pastoral ; 
Such say so, who can make none, be presumes; 
Else there 's no scene more properly assumes 
The sock. For whence can sport in kind arise. 
But from the rural routs and families ? 
Safe oa this ground, then, we not fear (o-day. 
To tempt your kughter by our rustic play ; 
Wherein if we distaste, or be cried down. 
We think we therefore shall not leave the town ; 
Nor that the fore-wits that would draw the rest 
Unto their liking, always like the best. 
The wise and knowing cridc will not say. 
This worst, or belter is. before he weigh 
Whe'er every piece be perfect in the kind : 
And then, though in themselves he difference find, 
Yet if the place require it where they stood. 
The equal fitting makes them equal good. 
You shall have loie and hate, and jealousy. 
As well as mirth, and rage, and melancholy : 
Or whatsoever else may either move, 
Or stir affections, and your likings prove. 
But that no style for pastoral should go 
Ctirrent, but what is stamped with Ah ! and Oli .' 
Who judgeth so, may singularly err ; 
As if all Poe.sie had one character 
In which what were not written, were not right ; 
Or that the man who made such cne poor Aiglit, 
In bis whole life, had with his winged sliill 
Advanced him upmost on the mufe' hill. 
When he like poet yet remains, as ihnv. 
Are painters who can only make a 
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THE SAD SHEPHERD. 



Scene L— Sherwood Forest.—^ distant prospect of Ulls, 
I'tiikys, cottages, a castle, river, pastures, herds, fiocks, b'c. 
Rocm Hood's bower in the foreground. 

Enter jEglamouk. 
^g. Here she was wont to go ! and here ! and here I 
Just where those daisies, pinks, and violets grow ; 
The world may find the spring by following her. 
For other print her airy steps ne'er left. 
Her treading would not bend a blade of grass, 
Or shake the downy blow-ball from his stalk ! 
But like the soft west wind she shot along, 
And where she went, the flowers took thickest root. 
As she liad sowed them with her odorous foot. \Exit. 

Scene 1 \.— Another Part of the same. 



Mar. Know you, or can you guess, my merry men, 
What 'lis that keeps your master, Robin Hood, ^ . 

So long, both from his Marian and the wood ? 

Tu(S:. Forsooth, madam, he will be here by noon, ' 

And prays it of your bounty, as a boon. 
That you by then have killed him venison some. 
To feast his jolly friends, who hither come 
In threaves to frolic with him, and make cheer ; 
Here's Little John hath harboured you a deer, 
I see by his tackling. 

John. And a hart often, 
I trow he be, madam, or blame your men : 
For by his slot, his entries, and iiis port. 
His frayings, fewmets, he doth promise sport. 
And stancUng 'fore the dogs ; he bears a head 
Large and well-beamed, with all rights summed and spread. 

Mar. Let's rouse him quickly, and lay on the hounds. 

John. Scathlock is ready with them on the grounds ; 
So is his brother Scarlet : now they have found 
His lair, they have him sure within the pound. 

Mar. Away then, when my Robin bids a feast, 
'Twere sin in Marian to defraud a guest. 

iExeunt Marian <i»rf John icith /he Woodmen. 

Tiuk. And I, the chaplain, here am left to be 
Slcivaid to-day, and cha^e you all in fee. 
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272 THE SAD SHEPHERD, 

To d'on your liveries, see the bower diest, 
And fit the fine devices fi^r the feast : 

You, George, must care to make the baldrick trim, 
And garland that must crown, or her, or him, 
Whose flock this year hath brought the earliest Iamb. 

George. Good Father Tuck, at your commands I am 
To cut the table out o' the green sword. 
Or any other service for my lord ; 
'I'o carve ihe guests large seats ; and these lain in 
With turf, as soft and smooth as the moie's skin : 
And hang the bulled nosegays 'bove their heads. 

The piper's bank, whereon to sit and play : 
And a fair dial to mete out the day. 
Our master's feast shall ivant no just delights. 
His entertainments must have all the rites. 

Much. Ay, and all clioice ihat plenty can send in ; 
Bread, wine, acates, fowl, feather, fish, or fin, 
For which my father's nets have sivept the Trent-^— 

Enter ^glamour. 

jEg. And have you found her? 

Muck. Whom? 

Mg. My drowned love, 
Eariae ! the sweet Earine ! 
The bright and beautiful Earine ; 
Have you not heard of my Earine ? 
Just by your father's mill — I think I ain right — 
Are not you Much the Miller's son ? 

Muck. I am. 

^g. And bailiff lo brave Robin Hood ? 

Much. The same. 

'Sg. Close by your father's mills, Earine, 
Earine was drowned 1 Oh, my Earine 1 
Old Maudlin tells me so, and Douce her dnughter— 
Have you swept the river, say you, and not found her ? 

Mtich. For fowl and fish, we have. 

^g. Oh, not for her ! 
You arc goodly friends ! right charitable men 1 
Nay, keep your way and leave me ; make your toys. 
Your tales, your posies, that you talked of; all 
Your entertainments : you not injure me. 
Only if I may enjoy my cypress wreath, 
And you will let me weep, 'tis all I ask, 
Till 1 be turned to water, as was she ! 
And Iroth. wliat less suit can you grant a man ? 

Tuck. His phaiitasie is hurt, let us now leave him ; 
The wound is )'et too fresh to admit searching. 
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j£g. Searching ! where should I search, or on what (rack ? 
Can my slow drop of tears, or this dark shade 
About my brows, enough describe her loss ! 
Eariiie ! oh my Eariiie's loss ! 
No, ro, no, no; this heart will break first. 

Gsorge. How will this sad disaster strike the ears 
Of bounteous Robin Hood, our gentle master ! 

Much. How will it mar his mirth, abate his feast ;" 
And strike a honor into every guest ! 

\Exeunf Geokgf, and Much. 

Mg. If T could knit whole clouds about my blows, 
And weep like Swithin, or those watery signs, 
The Kids, that rise then, and drown all the flocks 
Of those rich shepherds, dwelling in this vale ; 
Those careless shepherds th.it did let her drown ! 
Then I did something : or could make old Trent 
Drunk with my sorrow, to ntart out in breaches, 
To drown their herds, their cattle, and their corn ; 
Break down their mills, their dams, o'erturn their weirs, 
And see their houses and whole livelihood 
Wrought into water with her, all were good : 
I'd kiss the t.irrent, and those whirls of Trent, 
That sucked her in, my sweet Karine ! 
When they have cast her body on the shore. 
And it comes up as tainted as themsebes, 
AH pale and bloodless, I will love it sliil. 
For all that tliey can do, nnd make them mad. 
To see how I will hug it in mine arms ! 
And hang upon her looks, dwell on her eyes, 
Feed round about her lips, and eat her kisses, 
Suck off her drowned flesh ! — and where 's their niahce ! 
Not all their envious sousing can change that. 
But I will still study some revenge past this— 

{Music of alt sorts is heard. 
I pray you give me leave, fori will study, 
Though all the bells, pipes, tabors, timburines ring. 
That you can plant about me ; I will study. 



Roh. Welcome, bright Clarion, and sweet Mel 
The rouiteous Lionel, fair Amie; all 
My friends and neighbours, to the jolly bower 
Of Robin Hood, and to the green-wood walks ! 
Now that the shearing of your sheep is done. 
And the washed flocks ;ire lighted of their wool, 
The smoother ewes are ready to receive 
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Tlie mounting rams again ; and both do feed, 
As either promised to increase your breed 
At eaning-time, and bring you Jiisty twins ; 
Why sliould or you or we so much lot^et 
The season in ourselves, as not to make 
Use of our youth and spirits, to awake 
The nimble horn-pipe, and the timburine. 
And mix our songs and dances in the wood. 
And each of us cut down a triumph-bough ?~ 
Such are the rites the youthful June allow. 

Cla. They were, gay Robin ; but the sourer sort 
Of shepherds now disclaim in all such sport ; 
And say, our flock the while are poorly fed, 
When with sucli vanities the swains are led. 

Tuck. Would they, wise Clarion, were not hurried more 
With covetise and rage, when to their store 
They add the poor man's yeanling, and dare sell 
Both fleece and carcass, not gi'ing him the fell ! 
When to one goat they reach that prickly weed, 
Which maketh all the rest forbear to feed ; 
Or strew tods' hairs, or with their (ails do sweep 
The dewy grass, to d' off the simpler sheep ; 
Or dig deep pits their neighbour's neat to vex. 
To dronii the calves, and crack the heifers* necks j 
Or with pretence of chasing thence the brock, 
Send in a cur to worry the whole flock ! 

JJo. O friar, those are faults that are not seen, 
Ours open, and of worst example been. 
They call ours Pagan pastimes, that infect 
Our blood with ease, our youth with all neglect ; 
Our tongues with wantonness, our thoughts with lust; 
And what they censure ill, all others must. 

Jfoi. 1 do not know what their sharp sight may see, 
Of late, but I should think it still might be 
As 'twas, an happy age, when on thi plains 
The woodmen met the damsels, and the swains 
Tlie neat-herds, ploughmen, and the pipers loud. 
And each did dance, some to the kit or crowd. 
Some to the bag-pipe ; some the tabret moved, 
And all did either love, or were beloved, 

Lio. The dextrous shepherd then would try his sling, 
Then dart his hook at daisies, then would slug ; 
Sometimes would wrestle, 

C/a. Ay, and with a lass : 
And give her a new garment on the grass ; 
After a course at barley-break or base. 

Uo. And ail tlicsc deeds were seen without offence. 
Or the least hazard of their innocence. 
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Rob. Those charitable times had no mistrust : 
Shepherds knew how to love, and not to lust. 

Cla. Each minute that we lose thus, I confess, 
Deserves a censure on us, more or less ; 
But that a sadder chance hath given allay 
Both to the mirth and music of this day. 
Our fairest shepherdess we had of late, 
Here upon Trent, is drowned ; for whom her mate, 
Young jEglamour, a swain who beat could tread 
Our country dances, and our games did lead, 
Lives like the melancholy turtle, drowned 
Deeper in woe than she in water : crowned 
With yew and cypress, and will scarce admit 
The physic of our presence to his fit, 

Lio. Sometimes he sits, and thinks all day, then walks, 
Tlien thinks again, and sighs, weeps, laughs and talks; 
And 'twixt his pleasing frenzy and sad grief. 
Is so distracted, as no sought relief 
By all our studies can procure his peace. 

Cla. The passion finds in liim that large increase. 
As we doubt hourly we shall lose him too. 

Rob. You should not cross him then, whate'er you do. 
For phant'sie stopped, will soon take fire, and burn 
Into an anger, or to a phrensie turn. 

Cla. Nay, so we are advised by Aiken here, 
A good sage shepherd, who, although he wear 
An old worn hat and cloke, can tell us more 
Than all the forward fry, that boast their lore. 

Lio. See, yonder comes the brother of the maid. 
Young Karolin : how curious and afraid 
He is at once 1 willing to find him out, 
And loth to offend him. 

Enfer Karolin. 

Kar. Sure he's here about. 

Cla. See where he sits. 

{Points to jtGLAMOUR, sitting upon a bank 1m: 

Mg. It will be rare, rare, rare ! 
An exquisite revenge ! but peace, no words \ 
Not for the fairest fleece of all the flock : 
If it be known afore, 'tis all worth nothing ! 
1 '11 carve it on the trees, and in the turf, 
On every green sword, and in every path. 
Just to the margin of the cruel Trent. 
There will \ knock the story in the ground, 
In smooth great pebble, and moss fill it round, 
Till the whole country read how she was drowned ; 
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And with the plenty of salt tears there shed. 
Quite alter the complexion of the spring. 
Or I uill get some old, old grandam thither, 
Whose rigid foot but dipped into the water. 
Shall strike that sharp and sudden cold throughout, 
As it shall lose all virtue ; and those nymphs, 
Those treacherous nymphs pulled i:i Earine, 
Shall stand curled up like itnages of ice, 
And never thaw ! mark, never ! a sharp justice ! 
Or staj', a better 1 when the year 's at hottest, 
And that the dog-star foams, and the stream bolls. 
And curls, and works, and swells reiidy to sparkle- 
To fling a fellow with a fever in, 
To set it all on iire till it burn 
Blue as Scamander, Tore the walls of Troy, 
When Vulcan leaped into him to consume him. 

Rob. A deep hurt phant'sie ! \They Approach him. 

jEg. Do you not appiove it ? 

Rob. Yes, gentle ^glamour, we all approve. 
And come to gratulate your just revenge ; 
Which, since it is so perfect, we now hope 
You '11 leave all caie thereof, and mix with us, 
In all the proffered solace of the spring. 

jEg. A spring, now she is dead 1 of what ? of thorns, 
Briars and brambles ? thistles, burs and docks ? 
Cold hemlock, yew ? the mandrake or the box ? 
These may grow still ; but what can spring beside ? 
Did not the whole earth sicken when she died ? 
As it there since did fall one drop of dew. 
But what was wept for her '. or any stalk 
Did bear a flower, or any branch a bloom, 
After her wreath was made ! In faith, in faith. 
You do not fair to put these things upon me, 
Which can in no sort be : Eaiine, 
Who had her very being and her name. 
With the first knots or buddings of the Spring, 
Born with the primrose, or the violet. 
Or earliest roses blown ; when Cupid smiled ; 
And Venice led the Graces out to dance, 
And all the flowers and sweets in Nature's tap 
Leaped out and made their solemn conjuration, 
To last but while she lived ! Do not 1 know 
How the vale withered the same day ? how Dove, 
Dean, Eye, and Erwash, Idel, Suite and Soare, 
Each broke his urn and twenty waters more. 
That swelled proud Trent, shrunk themselves dry i" that sine? 
No sun or moon or other cheerful star, 
looked out of heaven, but all fh? cope was inx\ 
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As it were hung so for her exequies ! 

And not a voice or sound to ring her ktiel! ; 

But of that dismal pair, the screeching-owl, 

And buzzing horned Hark! hark! hark! t lie foul 

Bird ! how she flutters with her wicker wings ! 

Peace ! you shall hear her screech. 

Chi. Good Karolin, sing, 
Help to divert this phant'sie. 

Kiir. Ail I can. \.^ings ivhik M-d. reads the song. 

Though 1 am young and cannot tell 
Either what Death or Love is well, 
Vet, I liawe heard tbey both bear darts, 
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jEg. Do you think so ? are you in that good heresy, 
I mean, opinion ? if you be, say nothing : 
I'il study it as a new philosophy, 
But by myself alone ; now you shall leave me 
Some of these nymphs here will reward you ; this, 
This pretty maid, although but with a kiss. 

{^He forces Amie Io kiss KAROLIN. 
Lived my Earine, you should have twenty : 
For every line here, one i I would allow them 
From mine own store, the treasure I liad in her : 
Now I am poor as you. \Exit. 

Kar. And I a wretch ! 

Cla. Yet keep an eye upon him, Karolin. \Exit Karoli^i. 

Mel. Alas, that iver such a generous spirit 
As jt glamour's, should sink by such a loss ! 

Cla. The truest lovers are least fortunate : 
Look all their lives and legends, what they call 
The lovers' scriptures, Heliodores or Tatii, 
Longi, Eustathii, Prodomi, you'll find it ! 
What think you father? 

Aiken. I have knowil some few, 
Aiirt read of more who have had their dose, and deep, 
Of these sharp bitter-siveets, 

Uq. But what is this 
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To jolly Robin, who the story is 
Of all beatitude in love ? 

Cla. And told 
Here every day with wonder on the wold. 

Lio. And with fame's voice. 

Alksn, Save that some folk delight 
To blend all good of others with some spight. 

Clii. He and his Marian are the sum and talk 
Of all that breathe here in the green-wood walk. 

Mel. Or Belvoir vale. 

Lio. The turtles of the wood. - 

Cla. The billing pair. 

Aiken. And so are understood 
For simple loves, and sampled lives beside. 

Mel. Faith, so much virtue should not be envied. 

Aiken. Better be so than pided, Mellifleiir r 
For 'gainst ai! envy virtue is a cure ; 

But wretched pity ever calls on scorns.— [Horns ■will/in. 

The deer's brought home ; 1 liear it by their horns. 

Enter Marian, John and Scarlet. 

Roi. My Marian, and my mistress ! 

Mar. My loved Robin ! [They embrace. 

Mel. The moon 's at full, the hajipy pair are met. 

Mar. How hath this moniing paid me for my rising ! 
First, with my sports ; but most with meeting you. 
I did not half so ivell reward my hounds, 
As she hath me to-day; although I gave them 
All the sweet morsels called tongue, ears, and dowcets I 

Rob. What, and the inch-pin ! 

Mar. Yes. 

Rob. Your sports then pleased you ? 

Mar. You arc a wanton, 

Rob. One, I do confess, 
I wa/ii-ed till you came : but now 1 have you, 
I'll grow to your embraces, till two souls 
Distilled into kisses through out lips. 
Do make one spirit of love, [AVjjw ier. 

Mar. O Robin, Robin 1 

Rod. Breathe; breathe a while ; what says my gentle Marian ? 

Mar. Could you so long be absent ? 

Rob. What, a week ! 
Was that so long? 

Mar. How Jong are lovers' weeks. 
Do you think, Robin, when they are asunder ? 
Are they not prisoners' years ? 
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Rob. To some they seem so ; 
But being met again, they are schoolboys* hours. 

Mar. That have got leave to play, Md so we use them. 

Rob. Had you good sport in your chase to-day ? 

John. Oh prime ! 

Mar. A lusty stag. 

Rob. And hunted ye at force ? 

Mar. In a full cry. 

John. And never hunted change \ 

Rob. You had stanch, hounds then ? 

Mar. Old and sure ; I love 
No young rash dogs, no more than changing friends. 

Rob. What relays set you ? 

John. None at all ; we liiid not 
In one fresh dog. 

Rob. He stood not long then ? 

Scar. Yes, 
Five hours and more. A great, large deer ! 

Rob. What head .> 

John. Forked : a hart of ten. 

Mar. He is good venison. 
According to the season in the blood, 
I '11 promise all your friends, for whom ho fell. 

John. But at his fall there hapt a chance. 

Mar. Worth mark. 

Rob. Ay, what was that, sweet Marian ? [Kisses her. 

Mar. You '1! not hear ? 

Rob. I love these interruptions in a story ; 

\Kisses her again. 
They make it sweeter. 

Mar. You do know as soon 
As the assay is taken— \Khses her again. 

Rob. Oil, my Marian : 
I did but take the assay. 

Mar. Vou stop one's mouth, 
And yet you bid one speak— when the avbor's made — 

Rob. Pulled down, and paunch turned out. 

Mar. He that undoes him. 
Doth cleave tlie brisket bone, upon the spoon 
Of which a little gristle grows ; you call it 

Rob. The raven's bone. 

Mar. Now o'er head sat a raven, 
On a sere hough, a grown great bird, and hoarse I 
Who, all the while the deer was breaking up, 
So croaked and cried for it, as all the huntsmen, 
Kspecially old Scathlock, thought it ominous ; 
Swore it was Mother Maudlin, whom he met 
At the day-dawn, just as he roused the deer 
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Out of his lair: but we made shift to run him 
Off his four legs, and sunk him ere we left. 

Enter ScaTHLOCK. 
Is the deer come? 

Scath, He lies within on the dresser. 

Mar. Will you go see him, Mellifleiir? 

Mel. I attend you. 

Afar. Come, Amie, you '11 go with us ? 

Amie. I am not well. 

Lio. She 's sick of the young shepherd that bekis5ed her. 

Mar. Friend, cheer your friends up, we will eat him merrily. 
{Exeunt Mak., MeL,, and kMlS.. 

Aiken. Saw you the raven, friend? 

Siath. Ay, qnha suld let me? 
! suld be afraid o' you, sir, suld 1 ? 

Clar, Huntsman, 
A dram more of civility would not hurt you. 

Rob. Nay, you must give them all their rudenesses ; 
They arc not else themselves without their language. 

Aiken. And what do you think of her? 

Scath. As of a witch. 
They call her a wise woman, but I ihiiik her 
An arrant witch. 

Clar. And wherefore think you so ? 

Scath. Because I saw her since broiling the bone 
Was cast her at the quarry. 

Aiken. Where saw you her ? 

Scath. In the chimley-nuik within : she's there now. 

Re-enter Marian. 

Rob. Marian ! 
Your hunt holds in his tale still ; and tells more 

Mar. My hunt! what tale? 

Rob. How ! cloudy, Marian ! 
What look is this ? 

Mar. A fit one, sir, for you. 
Hand otF, rude ranger !— Sirrah, get you in. {To Scathi.OCK. 
And bear the venison hence ; It is too good 
For these coarse rustic mouths, that cannot open, 
Or spend a thank for't. A starved mutton's carcase 
Would better fit their palates. See it carried 
To Mother Maudlin's, whom you call the witch, sir. 
Tell her 1 sen! it to make meny with. 
She'll turn us thanks at least ! why stand'st thou, groom? 

Koh. 1 wonder he can move, that he 's not fixed. 
If that his feeling be the same with mme '. 
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it trust the faith of mine own senses, 



Or rather ask yourselves, if she be she ; 
Or I be I. 

Mar. Yes, and you are the spy ; / 

And the spied spy that watch upon my walks, 
To inform what deer 1 kill or give away ! 
Where ! when ! to whom ! but spy your worst, good Spy, 
1 will dispose of this where least you like 1 
Fall to your cheese-cakes, curds, and clouted cream, 
Your fools, your dawns ; and [swill] of ale a stream 
To wash it from your livers : strain ewe's milk 
Into j-our cyder syllabubs, and be drunk 
To him whose fleece hath brought the earliest lamb 
This year ; and wears the baudric at your board ! 
Where you may ail go whistle and record 
This in your dance ; and foot it kistily. [Eiil. 

Rob, I pray you, friends, do yo\i hear and see as I do ? 
Did the same accents strike your ears ? and objects 
Your eyes, as mine ? 

Aiken. We taste the same reproaches. 

Lta. Have seen the changes. 

Rob. Are not we all changed, 
Transformed from ourselves? 

Lio. I do not know. 
The best is silence. 

Aiken. And to wait the issue. 

Rob. The dead or lazy wait for't ! I will find it. [Exeunt. 



Maud. Have I not left them In a brave confusion ? 
Amazed their expectation, got their venison, 
Troubled their mirth and meeting, made them doubtful 
And jealous of each other, all distracted, 
And, in the close, uncertain of themselves ? 
This can your mother do, my dainty Douco I 
Take any shape upon her, snd (Selude 



oy Google 



383 THE SAD SHEPHERD. [act II. 

The senses best acquainted with their owners ! — 
The jolly Robin, who hath bid this feast, 
And made this solemn invitation, 
I have possessed so with syke dislikes 
Of his own Marian, that ailbe he know her, 
As doth Che vauting hart his venting hind, 
He ne'er fra' hence sail neis her in the wind. 
To his first liking. 

Douce. Did you so distaste him ? 

Maud. As far as her pi-oud scorning him could bate. 
Or blunt the edge of any lover's temper. 

Douce. But were ye like her, mother ? 

Maud. So like, Douce, 
As had she seen me her sel", her sel' had doubted 
Whether had been the liker cf the twa— 
This can your mother do, I tcil you, daughter ! — 
I ha' but dight ye yet in the out-dress, 
And 'parelof Earine ; but this raiment, 
These very weeds sail make ye, as but coming 
In view or ken of ^Eglamour, your form 
Shall show too slippery to be looked upon. 
And all the forests swear you to be she ' 
They shall rin after ye, and wage the odds. 
Upon their own deceived sights, ye are her ; 
Whilst she, poor lass, is stocked up in a tree ; 
Your brother Lorel's prize ! for so my lai^ess 
Hath lotted her to be, — your brother's mistress, 
Gif she can be reclaimed ; gif not, his prey ! 
And here he comes new claithed, like a prince 
Of swineherd j ! syke he seems, dight in the spoils 
Of those he feeds, a mighty lord of swine ! 
He 's command now to woo. Let's step aside, 
And hear his !ove-craft. {^T/tey stand aside^ 

Enter 'Lo^'S.'L gaily dressed, and releases EARiNF._/J-iira tl-.t oak. 

See he opes the door, 
And takes her by the hand, and helps her forth . 
This is true courtship, and becomes his ray. 

Lor. [leading 'E.KRia^/or'ward.'] Ye kind to others, but ye 

Deft mistress ! whiter than the cheese new prcst. 

Smoother than cream, and softer than the curds ! 

Why start ye from me ere ye hear me tell 

My wooing errand, and wliat rents I have ? 

Lai^e herds and pastures ! swine and kie mine own ! 

And though my nase be camused, my lips thick, 

And my chin bristled, Pan, great Pan, was such. 
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Wlio was the chief of herdsmen, and our sire ! 

I am iia fay, na incubus, na changlin, 

But a good man, that lives o' my awn geer : 

Tliis house, these grounds, this stock is ail my awn. 

Ear. How better 'twere to me, this were not known! 

Maud. She likes it not : biit it is boasted well. 

Lor. An hundred uddeis for the pail I have, 
That give me milk and curds, that make me cheese 
To cloy the markets ! twenty swarm of bees, 
Whilk all the summer hum about the hive. 
And bring me wax and honey in bilive. 
An aged oak, the king of all the field. 
With a broad beech there grows before my dur, 
That miekle mast unto the fenn doth yield. 
A chesnut, whilk hatU larded mouy a swine, 
Whose skins I wear to fend mc fra the cold ; 
A poplar green, and with a kerved scat, 
Under whose shade I solace in the heat; 
And thence can see gang out and in my neat. 
Two trilland brooks, each, from his spring, doth meet, 
And make a river to refresh my feet ; 
In which each tnorning, ere the sun doih rise, 
I look myself, and clear my pleasant eyes. 
Before 1 pipe ; for therein I have skill 
'Bove other swineherds. Bid me, and I will 
Straight play to you, and make )'ou melody. 

Ear. By no means. Ah ! to me all minstrelsy 
Is irksome, as ace you. 

Lor. Why scorn you me ? 
Because I am an herdsman, and feed swine ! 
I am a lord of other geer : — This fine 
Smooth bawson cub, the young grice of a gray, 
Twa tiny urchins, and this ferret gay. 

Ear. Out on 'em ! what are these ? 

Lor. 1 give 'em ye. 
As presents, mistress. 

Ear. Oh the fiend on thee ! 
Gae, take them hence ; they fewmaiid all the claithes. 
And prick my co.its : hence with 'em, liminer lown, 
Thy vermin and thyself, thyself art one 1 
Ay, lock me up— all 's ivell when thou art gone. 

[LoREt. ?eeids ket to the tree and shuts ker ii 
[Maudlin and Douce covte forwan 

Lor. Did you hear this f she wished me at the fiend, 
With all my presents ! 

Maud. A til lucky end 
She ivishand ihcc, foul hmmcr, dritty lown ! 
Gud faith, it duilli me that 1 am thy mother : 
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And see, thy sister sconis t!ice for her brother, 
'rhou woo thy love, thy mistress, with twa hedgehogs : 
A stinkand brock, a polecat ? out, thou houlet ! 
Thou shouldsl have given her a madge-owl, and then 
Thou'dst made a present o' thyself, owl-spiegle ! 

Douce. Why, mother, I have heard ye bid to give ; 
And often as the cause calls. 

Maud. 1 know ivell. 
It is a witty part sometimes to give ; 
But whai ? to wham ? no monsters, nor to maidens. 
He suld present them with mare pleasand things, 
With which his sire gal him, he 's get another. 
And so beget postenty upon her ; 
This he should do '—False gelden, gang thy gait, 
And do thy turns betimes ; or I 'segar take 
Thy new breikes fta' thee, and thy dublet tu ; — 
The tailleur and the sowter sail undu 
All they have made, except thou manlier woo 1 \Exit LOBEI . 

Douce. Clud mother, gif you chide him, he'll do wairs. 

Maud. Hang him : I geif him to the devil's eirs. 
But ye, my Douce, 1 chat^e ye, shew your sel" 
Tu all the shepherds bauldly ; gaing amang 'em. 
Be mickel in their eye, frequent and fugeand : 
And gif they ask ye of Earine, 
Or of these claithes, say, that I gave 'em ye. 
And say no more. I have that wark in hand, 
That web upon the luime, shail gar 'em think 
By then, they feeling their own frights and fears, 
i'se pu' the world or nature 'bout their ears, — 
Bui, hear ye. Douce, because ye may meet me 
In mony shapes to-day, where'er you spy 
This browdered belt with characters, 'tis I. 
A Gypsan lady, and a right beldame. 
Wrought it by moonshine for me, and star-light. 
Upon your grannam's grave, that very night 
We eartiied her in the shades ; when our dame Hecate 
Made it her gaing right over the kirk-yard. 
With all the barkand parish-tikes set at her. 
While I sat whyiland of my brazen spindle ; 
At every twisted thrid my rock let fly 
Unto the scwster, who did sit me nigh. 
Under the town turnpike ; which ran each spell 
She stitched in the work, and knit it well. 
See ye lake ten! to this, and ken your mother. lEvciint. 



=,Google 



THE SAD SHEPUEHD. 



Amie dhcmiered lying on a bank, Marian and MeJ-LIFLEUR 
sifting by her. 

Mar. How do you, sweet Amie, yet ? 

Mel. She cannot leil ; 
If she could sleep, she says, she should do well. 
She feels a hurt, but where, she cannot show 
Any least sign, that she is hurt or no : 
Her pain's not doubtful to her, but the seat 
Of her pain is ; her thoughts too work and beat, 
1 Opptest with cares ; but why she cannot say : 
AU matter of her care is quite away. 

Mar. Hath any vermin broke into your fold ? 
I Or any rot seized on your flock, or cold? 
Or hath your feighting ram burst his hard horn, 
Or any ewe her fleece, or bag hath torn, 
> My gtntle Amie? 

Amie. Marian, none of these. 

Mar. Have you been stung by wasps, or angry bees, 
' Or rased with some rude bramble or rougli briar? 

Amie. No, Marian, my disease is somewhat nigher. 
I weep, and boil away myself in tears ; 
And then my panting heart would dry those fears ; 
I burn, though all the forest lend a shade ; 
^ And freeie, though the whole wood one fire were made. 

Mar. Alas ! 

Amie. ! often have been torn with thorn and briar, 
Both in the leg and foot, and somewhat higher ; 
Yet gave not ihcn such fearful shrieks as these. \_SigIis. 

I often have been stung too with curst liees. 
Vet not remember that I then did quit 

Either my company or mirth for it. [Sighs agnin. 

And therefore what it is that 1 fee! now. 
And know no cause of it, nor where, nor how 
It entered in me, nor legist print can see, 

I feel, afflicts me more than briar or bee. {Again. 

How often when the sun, heaven's brightest birth. 
Hath with his burning fer\our cleft the earth, 
Under a spreading elm or oak, hard by 
A cool, clear fountain, could I sleeping lie, 
Safe from the heat ! but now no shady tree. 
Nor puriing brook, can my refreshing be. 
Oft when the meadows were grown rough «ith frost, 
The rivers ice-bound, and their currants lost, 
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My thick waim fleece i wore, was ray defence ; 
Or lai^e good fires I made, drave winter thence ; 
But now my whole flock's fells, nor this thick grove, 
Enflamed to ashes, can my cold remove. 
It is a cold and heat that does outgo 
All sense of winters, and of si 



Enkr Robin Hood, Claeion, Lionel and Alken. 

Rob. Oh, are you here, my mistress ? 

Mar. I, my love I ' \Runs to embrace Mm. 

Where should I be but in my Robin's amis, 
The sphere which I delight in so to move ? 

Rob. \lie puts /ur back ^ ^itax. ike rude ranker, and spied sjiy! 
handoff; 
You are for no suck rustics. 

Mar. What means this. 
Thrice worihy Clarion, or wise Aiken ? know ye ? 

Rob. 'Las, no, not they : a poor staived mutton's carcase 
Would better fit their palates than your venison. 

Mar. What riddle 's this ? Unfold you rself> dear Robin. 

Rob. You have not sent your venison hence by Scathlock, 
To Mother Maudlin. 

Mar. I, to Mother Maudlin ! 
Will Scathlock say so ? 

Rob. Nay, we will all swear so. 
For all did hear it when you gave the charge so, 
Both Clarion, Aiken, Lionel and myself- 

Mar. Good honest shepherds, masters of j'oiir tlockj. 
Simple and virtuous men, no others' hirelings ; 
Be not jou made to speak against your conscience, 
That which may soil the truth. I send the venison 
Away by Scathlock, and to Mother Maudlin i 
I came to show it here to Mellifleur, 
I do confess ; but Aniic's falling ill 
Did put us off it ; since, we employed ourselves 
In comforting of her. 

Enter ScathU)Ck. 
Oh, here he is ! 

Did 1, sir, bid you bear away the venison 
To Mother Maudlin ? 

Scath. Ay, gud faith, madam. 
Did you, and I ha' done it. 

Mar. What have yoii done t 

Scath. Obeyed your hests, madam ; done your commands. 

Mar. Done my commands, dull groom ! fetch it again, 
Or kennel with the hounds. Are these the arts, [ IVeept. 
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Robin, you rede your rude ones of the wood, 
To countenance your quarrels and mistakings ? 
Or are the sports to entertain your friends 
Those formed jealousies ? Ask of Mellifleur 
If I were ever from her, here, or Amie, 
Since i came in with them ; or saw this Scathlock 
Since I related to you his lale of the raven. 

Scalh. Ay, say you so ! | Exi!. 

Mel. She never left my side 
Since I came here, nor 1 hers, 

Cla. This is strange : 
Our best of senses were deceived, our eyes, then. 

Lio. And ears too. 

Mar. What you have concluded on, 
Make good, I pray you. 

Amie. Oh, my heart, my heart \ 

Mar. My heart it is wounded, pretty Amie ; 
Report not you your griefs : I '11 tell for all. 

Mel. Somebody is to blame, there is a fault. 

Mar. Try if you can take rest : a little slumber 
Will refresh you, Amie. [Amie sleeps. 

Aiken. What's her grief? 

Mar. She does not know : and therein she is happy, 

Enter John and Maudlin. 

Joh/t. Here's Mother Maudlin come to give you thanks, 
Madam, for some late gift she hath received^ 
Which she s not worthy of, she says, but cracks 
And wonders of it ; hops about the house. 
Transported with the joy. 

Maud. Send me a stag, 
A whole stag, madam, and so fat a deer ! 
So fairly hunted, and at such a time too. 
When all your friends were here ! [Skips ami dances, 

Rob. Do you mark this. Clarion ? 
Her own acknowledgment ! 

Maud. 'Twas such a bounty 
And honour done to your poor beadswoman, 
I know not howto owe it, but to thank you ; 
And that 1 come to do : I shall go round, 
And giddy with the joy of the good turn. 

Look oul, loot oul, gay folk aboul. 
And see ire spin the ring I am in 
Of mirlh and glee, with thinks for fee 
Theheartpulson, forth' tenison 
My iady sent:, which shall be spent 
In draughts of iviiie, (o fume up fine 
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Fall ill a swoun, upon ilie groun'. 

[ Tumi raphlly rjuni as she speati. Hit du fall:. 

Rob Look to her, she is mad. 

Maud. [I'isi'ig^ My son hath sent you 
A pot of strawberries gathered in the wcod. 
His hogs would else have rooted up, or trod ; 
With a choice dish of ivildlings here to scald 
And mingle with your cream. 

Mar. Thank you, good Maudlin, 
And then your son. Go, bear them in to Much, 
The acater, let him thank her. Surely, mother, 
You were mistaken, or my woodmen more, 
Or most myself, to send you afl our store 
Of venison, hunted for ourselves this day : 
You will not take it, mother, I dare say. 
If we entreat you, when you know our guests ; 
Red deer is head still of the forest feasts. 

Maud. ]}ut I knaw ye, a right free-hearted lad;', 
Can spare it out of superfluity ; 
I have departil it 'mong my poor neighbours. 
To speak your largess. 

Mar. I not gave it, mother ; 
You have done wrong then : I know how to place 
My gifts, and where ; and when to find my seasons 
To give, not throw away my courtesies. 

Maud. Count you this thrown away ? 

Mar. What 's ravished from me 
I count it worse, as stolen ; i lose my thanks 
But leave this quest : they tit not you nor me, 
Maudlin, contentions of this quality. — 

Reenter SCATHLOCK, 
How now ! 

Scaih. Your stag's returned upon my shoulders. 
He has found his way into the kitchen again 
With his two legs ; if now your cook can dress him. — 
'Slid, I thought the swineherd would have beat me, 
He looked so big ! the sturdy karl, lewd Lorel ! 

Mm. There, Scathlock, for thy pains ; — [Gives him mon(y.\-' 
thou hast deserved it. \Erit SCA'IU 

Maud. Do you give a thing, and take a thing, madam ? 
Mar. No, Maudlin, you had imparted to your neighbours ; 
And much good do it tJiem ! I have done no wrong. 
Maud. The spit stand still, no broches turn 
Before the fire, but let it bum 
Both sides and hanches, till th^ whol; 
Converted be into one coal 1 
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Via. What devil's pater noster mumbles she ? 

Alkm. Stay, you will hear more of lier witchery, 

Maud. The swiliand dropsy enter in 

The lazy cuke, and swell his skin ; 
And the old niorlmal on his shin 
Now prick, and itch, withouten blin. 

Cla. Speak out, hag, we may hear your devil's mattins. 

Maud. The pain we call St. Anton's fire. 
The gout, or what we can desire, 
To cramp a cuke, in every limb, 
Before they dine, yet, seize on him. 

Alkcn. A foul ill spirit hath possessed her. 

Amie. \slarting'\ O Karol, Karol ! call him back again. 

Lio. Her thoughts do work upon her in her slumber, 
And may express some part of her disease. 

Rob. Observe, and mark, but trouble not her ease. 

Amie. Ob, oh ! 

Mar. How is it, Amie ? 

Mel. Wherefore start you .'' 

Amie. O Karol 1 he is fair and sweet. 

Maud. What then ? 
Are there not flowers as sweet and fair as men? 
The lily is fair, and rose is sweet. 

Amie. Ay, so ! 
Let all the roses and the lilies go ; 
Karol is only fair to me, 

Maf. And why ? 

Amie. Alas, for Karol, Marian, I could die ! 
Karol, he singeth sweetly too. 

Maud. What then ? 
Are there not birds sing sweeter far than men ? 

Amie. I grant the linnet, lark, and bull-finch sing, 
But best the dear good angel of the spring, 
The nightingale. 

Maud. Then why, then why, alone, 
Should his notes please you ? 

Amie. I not long agone 
Took a delight with wanton kids to play. 
And sport with little lambs a summer's-day, 
And view their frisks ; methought it was a sight 
Of joy to see my two brave rams to fight ! 
Now Karol only all delight doth move. 
All that is Karol, Karol I approve ! - ' 

This very morning but — I did bestow 
(It was a little 'gainst my will I know) 
A single kiss upon the silly swain. 
And now I wish that very kiss again. 
His lip is soAer, sweeter than [he rose. 
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His mouth and tongue with dropping honey flows ; 
The rehsh of it was a pleasing thing. 

Maud. Yet, like the bees, it had a little sting. 

Amie. And sunk and sticks yet in my marrow deep ; 
And what doth hurt me, 1 now wish to keep. 

Mar. Alas, how innocent her story is : 

Amie. I do remember, Marian, I have oft 
With pleasure kist my lambs and puppies soft ; 
And once a dainty fine roe-fawn I had, 
Of whose outskipping bounds I was as glad 
As of my health ( and him I oft would kiss ; 
Yet had his no such sting or pain as this : 
They never pricked or hurt my heart ; and, for 
They were so blunt and dull, I wish no more. 
But this, that hurts and pricks, doth please ; this sweet 
Mingled with sour I wish again to meet i 
And that delay, methinks, most tedious is, 
That keeps or hinders me of Karol's kiss. 

Mar, We'll send for him, sweet Amie, to come to you, 

Maud. But I will keep him oif, if charms will do it. 

[Exit muttering. 

Cla. Do you maris the mumiuring hag, how she dotli mutter? 

Rob. I like her not ; and loss her manners now. 

Aiken. She is a shrewd, deformed piece, J vow. 

ISo. As crooked as her body. 

Rob. I believe 
She can take any shape, as Scathlock says. 

Aiken. She may deceive the sense, but really 
She cannot change herself. 

Rob. Would I could see her 
Once more in Marian's form ! for I am certain 
Now, it was she abused us ; as I think 
My Marian and my love now innocent : 
Which faith I seal unto her with this kiss, 
And call you all to witness of my pennanee. \_Kisses MARIAN, 

Aiken. It was believed before, but now confir:ned, 
That we have seen 



Elder Friar TucK, John, Much, and Scarlet. 
Tuck. Hear you how 
Poor Tom the cook is taken ! all his joints 
Do crack, as if his limbs were tied with points 
His whole frame slackens ; and a kind of rack 
Runs down along the spo»dils of his back ; 
A gout or cramp now seizeth. on Jiis head. 
Then falls into his feet ; his knses are Irad ; 
And he can stir his either hajid no more 
Than a dead stump, to his sffice, as before. 
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Aiken. He is bewitched. 

Cla. This is an argument 
Both of her malice and her power, we see. 

Aiken. She must by some device restrained be, 
Or she'll go far in mischief. 

Kob. Advise how. 
Sage shepherd j we shall put it straight in practice. 

Aiken. Send forth your woodmen then into the walks, 
Or let them prick her footing herice ; a witch 
Is sure a creature of melancholy, 
And will be found or sitting in Iier founiJ) 
Or else, at relief, like a hare. 

Cla. You speak, 
Allien, as if )'ou knew the sport of witch-hunting, 
Or starting of a hag. 

Enter George 

Rob. Go, sirs, about it, 
Take George, here, with you, lie can help to find her ; 
Leave Tuck and Much behind to dress the dinner. 
In the cook's stead. 

Much. We 'il care to get that done. 

Bob. Come, Marian, let "s .withdraw into the DOwer, 

Exeunt all but ]q-k^, Scarlet, SCATHLOCK, w-/ GEORGE 

John. Rare sport, I swear, this hunting of the witch 
WiU make us. 

Scat. Let 's advise upon 't like huntsmen. 

George. An we can spy her once, she is our own. 

Scaih. First, think which way she fourmeth, on what wind j 
Or north, or south. 

George. For as the shepherd said, 
A witch is a kind of hare. 

Scatk. And marks the weather, 
As the hare does, 

John. Where shall we hope to find her ? 

Re-cnler Alken. 

Aiken. I have ask'd leave to assist yoo, jolly huntsmen, 
If an old shepherd may be heard among you ; 
Not jeer'd or laugh'd at. 

John. Fatlier, you will see 
Robin Hood's household know more courtesy. 

Scatk. Who scorns at eld, peels off his own young hairsi 

Alken. Ye say right well : know ye the witch's dell ? 

Scath. No more than I do know the walks of heli. 
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Aiken. Within a gloom)' dimble slie doth dwell, 
Down in a pit, o'ergrown with brakes and briars, 
Close by the ruins of a shaken abbey, 
Torn with an earthquake down unto the ground, 
'Mongii graves and grots, near an old charnel-house. 
Where you shai! find her sitting in her fourm, 
As fearful and melancholic as that 
She is about ; with caterpillar's kells. 
And knotty cob-webs, rounded in with spells. 
Thence she steals forth to relief in the fogs, 
And rotten mists, upon the fens and bogs, 
Down to the drowned lands of Lincolnshire ; 
To make ewes cast tlieir lambs, swine eat their farrow. 
The housewives' tun not work, nor the milk churn ! 
Writhe children's wrists, and suck their breath in sleep, 
Get vials of their blood ! and where the sea 
Casts up his slimy ooze, search for a weed 
To open locks with, and to rivet charms, 
Planted about her in the wicked feat 
Of all her mischiefs, which are manifold. 

John. I wonder such a story could be told 
Of her dire deeds. 

George. I thought a witch's banks 
Had inclosed nothing but the merry pranks 
Ofsome old woman. 

Scar. Yes, her malice more. 

Scath. As it would quickly appear had we the store 
Of his collects. 

George. Ay, this gud learned man 
Can speak her right. 

Scar. He knows her shifts and haunts. 

Alkm. And all her wiles and turns. The venom'd plants 
Wherewith she kills ! where the sad mandrake grows, 
Whose groans are dreadful ; the dead-numbing night-shade, 
The stupifying hemlock, adder's tongue. 
And martagan : the shrieks of luckless owls 
We hear, and croaking night-crows in the air I 
Green-bellied snakes, blue fire-drakes in the sky. 
And giddy flitter-mice, with leather wings ! 
The scaly beetles, with their habergeons. 

That make a humming murmur as they fly 1 ^ ■ 

There in the stocks of trees, white faies do dwell, 
And span-long elves that dance about a pool, 
With each a little changeling in their arms ! 
The airy spirits play with failing stars. 
And mount the sphere of fire to kiss the moon ! 
While she sits reading by the glow-worm's light, 
'r rotten wood, o'er which the worm hath crept, 
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The baneful schedule of her nocent charms, 
And binding characters, through which she wounds 
Her puppets, the sigilla of her witchcraft. 
All this 1 know, and I will find l:er for you ; 
And show you her silting in her fourin ; I '1! lay 
My hand upon her, make her throw her skut 
Along her back, when she doth start before us. 
But you must give her law : and you shall see her 
Make twenty leaps and doubles ; cross the paths. 
And then squat down beside us. 

yohn. Crafty croan ! 
I long to be at the sport, and to report it. 

Scar. Well make this hunting of the witch as famous 
As any other blast of venery. 

Smth. Hang her, foul hag ! she '11 be a stinking chase, 
I had rather ha' the hunting of her heir. 

George. If we should come to see her cry, " So ho ! " once. 

Aiken. That I do promise, or 1 am no good hag-flnder. 



, Scene \.— The Forest. 



Enter PucK- Hairy, 



Puck. The fiend hath much to do, that keeps a school. 
Or is the father of a family ; 
Or governs but a country academy : 
His labours must be great, as are his cares, 
To watch all turns, and cast how to prevent them. ^ 

This dame of mine here, Maud, grows high in evil, 
And thinks she does all, when 't is I, her devil. 
That both delude her, and must yet protect her. 
She's confident in mischief, and presumes 
The changing of her shape will still secure her; 
But that may fail, and divers hazards meet 
Of other consequence, which 1 must look to. 
Not let her be surprised on the first catch. 
I must go dance about the forest now. 
And firk it like a goblin, till I find her. 
Then will my service come worth acceptation. 
When not expected of her ; when the lielp 
Meets the necessity, and both do kiss, 
'Tis call'd the timing of a duty, this. [Exit, 
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Scj;ne II.— Another Pari of Ike same. 
Enter Karol., and Douce in the dress of Earine, 

Kar. Sure, you are very like her ! I conceived 
You had been she, seeing you run afore me : 
For such a suit she made her 'gainst this feast, 
In all resemblance, or the very same ; 
I saw her in it ; had she lived to enjoy it. 
She had been there an acceptable guest 
To Marian, and the gentle Robin Hood, 
Who are the crown and ghirland of the wood. 

Douce. I cannot tell, my mother gave it me. 
And bade me wear it. 

Kar. Who, the wise good woman, \ 

Old Maud of Paplewick ? 

Enter ^GLAMOUR. 

Donee. Yes ;— this sullen man 
I cannot like him. I must take my leave. [I 

Mg. What said she to you ? 

Kar. Who ? 

jEg. Earine. 
I saw her talking ivith you, or her ghosl ; 
For she indeed is drowned in old Trent's bottom 
Did she not tell who would have pulled her in. 
And had her maidenhead upon the place, 
The river's brim, the margin of the flood ? 
No ground is holy enough (you know my meaning), 
Lust is committed in king's palaces, 

And yet their majesties not violated I \t 

No words ! 

Kar. How sad and wild his thoughts are !— gone? 

Re-enter -tie lam OUR, 
^g. But she, as chaste as was her name, Earine, 
Died undeflowered ; and now her sweet soul hovers 
Here in the air above us, and doth haste 
To get up to the moon and Mercury ; 
And whisper Venus in her orb ; then spring 
Up to old Saturn, and come down by Mars, 
Consulting Jupiter, and seat herself 
Just in the midst with Phoebus, tempering all 
The janing spheres, and giving to the world 
Again his first and tuneful planetting. 
Oh what an age will here be of new concords ! 
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Delightful haniioiiy ! to rock old sages. 
Twice infants, in the cradle of speculation. 
And throw a silence upon all the creatures I [Exit. 

Kar. A cogitation of the highest rapture' 

Re-enttr ^glamour, 

j^f ■. The loudest seas and most enraged winds 
Shairiose their clangor ; tempest shall grow hoarse, 
Loud thunder dumb, and every ^eece of storm 
Laid in the lap of listening Nature, hushed 
To hear the changed chime of this eighth sphere. 
Take tent, and hearken for it, lose it not. [£ji?, 

Enier Clarion and Lionel. 

Cla. Oh, here is Karol I Was not that the Sad 
Shepherd slipped from him? 

Lio. Yes, I guess it was. 
Who was that left you, Karol ? 

Kar. The lost man ; 
Whom we shall never see himself again, 
Or ours, I fear ; he starts away frcwn haad so. 
And all the touches or soft strokes «f reason 
You can apply ! no colt is so unbroken, 
Ot hawk yet half so haggard or anmanned I 
He takes all toys that his wild phant'sie proffers. 
And flies away with them : he now conceives 
That my lost sister, his Earine, 
Is lately turned a sphere amid the seven; 
And reads a music-lecture to the planets ! 
And with this thought he 's run to call 'em hearers. 

Cla. Alas, this is a strained but innocent phant'sie ! 
1 '11 follow him, and find him if I can : 
Meantime, go you with Lionel, sweet Karol ; 
He will acquaint you with an accident, 
Which much desires your presence on the place. \Exit. 

Kar. What is it, Lionel, wherein I may serve you ? 
Why do you so survey and circumscribe me. 
As if you struck one eye into my breast, 
And with the other took my whole dimensions ? 

Lio. I wish you had a window in your bosom, 
Or in your back, I miyht look thorough you. 
And see your in-parts, Karol, liver, heart ; 
For there the seat of Love is : whente the boy. 
The winged archer, hatli shot hotne a shaft 
Into my sister's breast, the ionacent hms&; 
Who now cries out, upoB her bed, ok KaxoL 
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Sweet-singing Karo!, the delicious Karo!, 

That kissed her like a Cupid .' In your eyes, 

She says, his stand is, and between your lips 

He runs forth his divisions to her ears, 

But will not 'bide there, 'less yourself do bring' him. 

Go with me, Karol, and bestow a visit 

In charity upon the afflicted maid, 

Who pincth with the languor of your love. 

\_As Ihey are going out, enter MAUDLIN (;n the shape of 
Marian) and Douce. 

Maud. Whither intend you ? Amie is recovered. 
Feels no such E'^'^f as she complained of lately. 
This maiden hath been with her from her mother 
Maudlin, the cunning woman, who hath sent her 
Herbs for her head, and simples of that nature, 
Have wrought upon her a miraculous cure ; 
Settled her brain to all our wish and wonder. 

Lie. So instantly J you know I now but left her, 
Possess'd with such a fit almost to a phrensie : 
Yourself too feared her, Marian, and did urge 
My haste to seek out Karol, and to bring him. 

Maud. I did so ; but the skill of that wise woman. 
And her great charity of doing good, 
Hath by the ready hand of this deft lass, 
Her daughter, wrought effects beyond belief, 
And to astonishment ; we can but thank. 
And praise, and be amaied, while we tell it. {Exit with DOUCE, 

Uo. 'Tis strange, that any art should so help nature 
In her extremes. 

Kar. Then it appears most real. 
When the other is deficient. 

Enter RoBIN HoOD. 
Rob. Wherefore stay you 
Discoursing here, and haste not with your succours 
To poor afflicted Amie, that so needs them ? 

Lio. She is recovered well, your Marian told us 
But now here : 

Re-enter MAUDLIN as before. 
See, she is returned to affinn it 
Rob. My Marian ! 

Maud. Robin Hood ! is he here ? {Attempts to run out. 

Rob. Stay ; 
What was 't you told my friend .' 

[He seises Maud, by the girdle, and runs out -uiith Jter, but 
returns immediately with the broken girdle in his hand, 
faUffwed at a t^iaww 6y (ht -witch, in her own shape. 
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Maud. Help, murder, help \ 
Vou will not rob me, outlaw? thief, restore 
My belt that ye have broken ! 

Rob. Yes, come near. ^ 

Maud. Not in your gripe. 

Rob. Was this the charmed circle, 
The copy that so cozened and deceived us ? 
I '11 canry hence the trophy of your spoils : 
My men shall hunt you too upon the start, 
And course you soundly, 

Maud. I shall make them sport, 
And send some home without their 1(^ or arms. 
1 '!1 leach them to cUmb stiles, leap ditches, ponds, 
And lie in the waters, if they follow me. 

Rob. Out, murmuring hag. \Exeunt all but MAUD. 

Maud. I must use al! my powers. 
Lay all my vrits to piecing of this loss. 
Things run unluckily : where 's my Pack-Hairy ? 
Hath he forsook me .' 

Enter Puck-Hairy. 

Puck. At your beck, madam. 

Maud. O Puck, my goblin ! I have lost my belt. 
The strong thief, Robin Outlaw, forced it from me. 

Puck. They are other clouds and blacker threat you, damej 
You must be wary, and pull in your sails. 
And yield unto the weather of the tempest. 
You ihink your power's infinite as your malic^ 
And would do all your anger prompts you to ; 
But you must wait occasions, and obey them : 
Sail in an egg-shell, make a straw your mast, 
A cobweb ah your cioth, and pass unseen, 
Till you have 'scaped the rocks that are about you. 

Maud. What rocks about me ? 

Puck. I do love, madam. 
To show you all your dangers, — when you're past them ! 
Come, follow me, I' 11 once more be your pilot, 
And you shall thank me. \Exit. 

Maud. Lucky, my loved gobhn I 

[^ J she is going out, Lorel meets her. 
Where are you going now ? 

Lor. Unto my tree, 
To see my mistress. 

Maud. Gang thy gait, and trj- 
Thy turns with better luck, or hang thysel'.— 
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SONG TO CELIA. 

Drtnk to me only with thins eyeSy 

And I will pledge with mine; 
Or leave a kiss but in the cup, 

And I'll not look for wine. 
The thirst, that from the soul doth ris^ 

Doth ask a drink divine ; 
But might I of Jove's nectar sup, 

I would not change for thine. ' 

I sent thee late a rosy wreath, 

Not so much honouring thee 
As giving it a hope, that there 

It could not wither'd be. 
But thou tliereon didst only breathe, 

And sent'st it back to me ; 
Since when it grows, and smells, I swear, 

Not of itseii; but thee. 



THE TRIUMPH OF CHARIS. 

See the chariot at hand here of Love, 

Whereinjny Lady rideth ! 
Each that draws is a swan or a dove, i 

And well the car Love guideth. 
As she goes, all hearts do duty 

Unto her beauty; 
And enamout'd, do wish, so they might 

But enjoy such a sight. 
That they still were to run by her side. 
Through swords, through seas, whither she would tide. 
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Do but look on her eyes, they do light 

All that Love's world compriseth ! 
Do but look on her hair, it is bright 

As Love's star when it liscth ! 
Do but mark, her forehead's smoother 

Than words that soothe her : 
And from her arched brows, such, a grace 

Sheds itself through the face, 
As alone there triumphs to the life 
All the gain, all the good of the elements' strife. 

Have you seen but a bright Hly grow, 

Before rude hands have touched it ? 
Have you ma^^d but the fall of the snow 

Before the ^sBTiath smutched it ? 
Have yon felt the wool of the beaver? 

Or swan's down ever ? 
Or have smelt o' the bud of the briar? 

Or the nard in the fire? 
Or have tasted the bag of the bee ? . .> 

Oh so white ! Oh so soft ! Oh so sweet is she ! ''-i^ 



IN THE PERSON OF WOMANKIND. 

A SONG APOLOGETIC. 

Men, if you love us, play no more 

The fools or tyrants with your friends, 

To make us still sing o'er and o'er 

Our own false praises, for jour ends ; 

We have both wits and fancies too. 

And if we must, let's sing of you. 

Nor do wc doubt, but that we can, 

If we would search with care and pain. 
Find some one good, in some one man ; 
So going thorough all your strain, 
We shall at last, of parcels make 
One good enough for a song's sake. 

And as a cunning painter takes 
In any curious piece you see. 
More pleasure while the thing he makes. 
Than when 'tis made ; why, so will we. 
And having pleased our art, we'll try 
To nmke a new, and hang that by. 
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MY PICTURE, LEFT IN SCOTLAND. 

I NOW think, Love is rather deaf than blind. 
For else it could not be, 

That she, 
Whom I adore so much, should so slight mc, 
And cast my suit behind ; 
I'm si:re my language to her was as sweet, 
And every close did meet 
In sentence of as subtle feet, 
As hath the youngest he. 

That sits in shadow of Apollo's tree. 
Oh ! but my conscious fears, 

That fly my thoughts between, 
Tell me that she hath seen 
My hundreds of gray hairs, 
Told seven and forty years. 
Read so much waste, as she cannot embrace 
My mountain belly, and my rocky face. 
And all these, through her eyes, have «topt her ears 



TO THE, MEMORY OF MY BELOVED MASTER, 
WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE. 

To draw no envy, Shakespeare, on thy name, 
Am I thus ample to thy book and fame ; 
While I confess thy writings to be such. 
As neither man, nor Muse, can praise too much. 
'Tis true, and all men's suffrage.!'. But these ways 
Were not the paths I meant untd thy praise ; 
For silliest ignorance on these may light, 
Which, when it sounds at best, but echoes right ; 
Or blind affection, which doth ne'er advance 
The tiTith, but gropes, and urgeth all by chance ; 
Or crafty malice might pretend this praise, 
And think to ruin, where it seemed to raise. 
These are, as some infamous bawd or whore. 
Should praise a matron ; what could hurt her more? 
But thou art proof against them, and, indeed, 
Above the ill fortune of them, or the need. 
I therefore will begin :||Soul of the age 1 
The applause ! delight ! the wonder of our stage I 
My Shakespeare rise ! I will not lodge thee by 
Chaucer, or Spenser, or bid Beaumont lie 
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A little further off, to make thee room : 

Tho u art a monument without a tomK 

AJia'arTalive stni;"wHi!e thy book" Jofli live, 

And we have wits to read and praise to give. 

That I not mix thee so, my brain excuses, 

I mean with great, but disproportioned Moses : 

For if I thought my judgment were of years, 

i should commit thee surely with thy peers. 

And teli how far thou didst our Lily outshine. 

Or sporting Kyd, or Marlow's mighty line. 

^.nd though thou hadst small Latin and less Greek, 

From thence to honour thee, I will not seek 

For names : but call forth thundering jEschylus, 

Euripides, and Sophocles to us, 

Pacuvius, Accius, him of Cordoua dead. 

To live again, to hear thy buskin tread. 

And shake a st^e : or when thy socks were on, 

Leave thee aiono for the comparison 

Of all, that insolent Greece, or haughty Rome 

Sent forth, or since did from their ashes come. 

Triumph, my Britain, thou hast one to show, 

To whom all scenes of Europe homage owe. 

He was not of an age, but for all time ! 

And all the Muses still were in their prime. 

When, like Apolio, he came forth to warm 

Our ears, or like a Mercury to charm '. 

Nature herself was proud of his designs, 

And joyed to wear the dressing of his lines 1 

Which were so richly spun, and woven so fit. 

As, since, she will vouchsafe no other wit. 

The merry Greek, tart Aristophanes, 

Neat Terence, witty Plautus, now not please; 

But antiquated and deserted lie, 

As they were not of nature's family. 

Yet must I not give nature all ; thy art, 

Mygentle Shakespeare, must enjoy a part. 

For though the poet's matter nature be, 

His art doth give the fashion : and, that he 

Who casts to write a living line, must sweat, 

(Such as thine are) and strike the second heat 

Upon the Muses' anvil ; turn the same. 

And himself with it, that he thinks to fame ; 

Or for the laurel, he may gain a scorn ; ' 

For a good poet 'a made, as well as born. 

And such wert thou ! Look how the fathers face 

Lives in his issue, even so the race 
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In each of which he seems to shake a !ance, 

As brandished at the eyes of ignorance. 

Sweet Swan of Avon ! what a sight it were 

To see thee in our water yet appear, 

And make those flights upon the banks of Thames, 

That so did take Eliza, and our James ! 

But stay, I see thee in the hemisphere 

Advanced, and made a constellation there ! 

Shine forth, thou Star of poets, and with rage, 

Or influence, chide, or cheer the drooping stage, 

Which, since thy flight from hence, hath mourned like 

And despairs day, but for thy volumes light. 



EPITAPH ON THE COUNTESS OF PEMBROKE, 

Underneath this sable herse 
Lies the subject of all verse, 
Sidney's sister, Pembroke's mother ; 
Death 1 ere thou hast slain another, 
Learned and fair, and good as she. 
Time shall throw a dart at thee. 



TnotJGH beauty be the mark of praise, 
And yours of whom I sing, be such. 
As not the world can praise too much. 

Yet 'tis your virtue now I raise. 

A virtue, like allay, so gone 

Throughout your form ; as though that move, 
And draw, and conquer all men's love, 

This subjects you to love of one. 

Wherein you triumph yet ; because 
'Tis of yourself, and that you use 
The noblest freedom, not to choose 

AgEunst or faith, or honour's laws. 

But who could less expect from you, 

In whom alone Love lives agen? 

By whom he is restored to men ; 
And kept, and bred, and brought up true? 
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His falling temples you have reared, 

The withered garlands ta'en away; 

His altars kept from the decay 
That envy wished and nature feared ; 

And on them burn so chaste a flame, 

With so much loyalty's expense, 

As Love t' acquit such excellence, 
Is gone himself into your name. 

And you are he ; the deity 

To whom all lovers are designed. 

That would their better objects find ; 
Among which faithful troop am I. 

Who, as an offering at your shrine, 
Have sung this hymn, and here ectreat 
One spark of your diviner heat 

To light upon a love of mine. 

Which, if it kindle not, but scant 

Appear, and that to shortest view. 

Yet give me leave t' adore in you 
What I, in her, am grieved to want. 

A PINDARIC ODE 

To the immortal memory and friendship of thai noble pai. 

Sir Lucius Cary and Sir H. Morison. 



Brave infant of Saguntum, clear 
Thy coming forth in that great year, 
Wheit the prodigious Hannibal did crown 
His rage, with razing your immortal town. 
Thou looking then about, 
Ere thou wert half got out. 
Wise child, didst hastily return. 
And mad'st thy mother's womb thine urn. 
How summ'd a circle didst thou leave mankind 
Of deepest lore, could wc the centre find ! 



Did wiser nature draw thee back. 

From out the horror of that sack ; 
Where shame, faith, honour, and regard of right, 
Lay trampled on ? the deeds of death and night 
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Urged, hurried forth, and hurM 
Upon the affrighted world; 
Fire, famine, and fell fury met, 
And all ou utmost ruin set : 
As, could they but Ufe's miseries foresee, 
No doubt all infanta would return like thee. 



For what is life, if measured by tlie space. 

Not by the act ? 
Or masked man, if valued by his face. 
Above his ftict? 
Here 's one outlived his peers. 
And told forth fourscore years ; 
He vexed time, and busied the whole state,- 
Troubled iDoth foes and friends ; 
But ever to no ends : 
What did this stiiTer but die late ? 
How well at twenty had he fallen or stood ! 
For three of his fourscore he did no good. 



He entered well by virtuous parts, 

Got up, and thrived widi honest arts. 
He purchased friends, and fame, and honours then 
And had his noble name advanced with men : 
But weary of that flight, 
He stooped in all men's sight 

To sordid flatteries, acts of strife. 

And sunk in that dead sea of life. 
So deep, as he did then death's waters sup, 
But ttiat the cork of title buoyed him up. 

TilE ANTISTROPHE, OK COUSTER-TURtJ 

Alas ! but MORISON fell young : 

He never fell,— thou fall'st, my tongue. 

He stood a soldier to the last right end, 

A perfect patriot and a noble friend ; 
But most, a virtuous son. 
All offices were done 
By him, so ample, full, and round. 
In weight, in measure, number, sound, 

As, though his age imperfect might appear, 

His Ufe was of humanity the sphere. 
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Go now, and tell our days svimmed up with fears-. 

And make them years ; 
Produce thy mass of miseries on the stage, 
To swell thine age : 
Repeat of things a throng', 
To show thou hast been long, 
Not lived ; for Jife doth her great actions spell, 
By what was done and wrought 
In season, and so, brought 
To light : her measures are, how well 
Each syllabe answered, and was formed, how fair ; 
These make the lines of life, and that 's her air ! 



It is not growing like a tree 
In bulk, doth make men better be ; 
Or standing long an oak, three hundred year, 
To fall a log at last, dry, bald, and sear ; 
A hly of a day, 
is fairer far, in May, 
Although it fall and die that night ; 
It was the plant and flower of light- 
In small proportions we just beauties see; 
And in short measures, life may perfect be, 



Call, noble LUCIUS, then, for wine. 

And let thy locks with gladness shine : 
Accept this Garland, plant it on thy head. 
And think, nay know, thy MORISON's not dead. 
He leaped the present age, 
Possest with holy rage, 

To see that bright eternal ^y ; 

Of which we priests and poets say 
Such truths, as we expect for happy men : 
And there, he lives with memory, and Ben. 



JONSON, who sung this of him, ere he went, 

Himself, to rest, 
Or taste a part of that full joy he meant 

To have exprest. 
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III this bright asterism :— 
Where it were friendship's schism, 
Were not his Lucius long with us to tarry. 
To separate these twi- 
Lights, the Dioscuri ; 
And keep the one half from his Harry. 
But fate doth so alternate the design, 
Whilst that in heaven, this light on earth must shine,— 

IV. 



And shine as you exalted are ; 

Two names of friendship, but one star : 
Of hearts the union, and those not by chance 
Made, or indenture, or leased out l' advance 
The profits for a time. 
No pleasures vain did chime, 

Of rhymes, or riots, at your feasts, 

Oldies of drink, or feigned protests : 
But simple love of greatness and of^ood : 
That knits brave minds and ir '""-" 



TKK ANTISTROPHE, i 

This made you first to know the why 

You liked, then after, to apply 
That liking ; and approach so one the t' other, 
Till either grew a portion of the other ; 
Each styled by his end, 
The copy of his friend. 

You lived to be the great sir-names, 

And titles, by which all made claims 
Unlo the Virtue : nothing perfect done, 
But as a Carv or a Morison. 



And such a force the fair example had. 

As they that saw 
The good, and durst not practise itj were glad 
That such a law 
Was left yet to mankind ; 
Where they might read and find 
Friendship, indeed, was written not in words ; 
And with the heart, not pen, 
Of two so early men 
Whose lines her rolls were, and records : 
Who, ere the first down bloomed on Che chin. 
Had sowed these fruits, and got the harvest in- 
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AN EPITAPH ON SALATHIEL PAVY. 

Weep with me, all yoii that read 

This little story : 
And know, for whom a tear you shed 

Death 's self is sorry. 
'Twas a child that so did thrive 

in grace and feature, 
As heaven and nature seem'd to strive 

Which owned the creature. 
Years he numbered scarce thirteen 

Wlien fates turned cruel, 
■ Yet three filled zodiacs had he been 

The stage's jewel ; 
And did act, what now we moan, 

Old men so duly, 
As, sooth, the Parca; thought him one, 

He played so truly. 
So, by error to his fate. 

They all consented ; 
But viewing him since, alas, too late ! 

They have repented ; 
And have sought, to give new birth, 

In baths to steep him ; 
But being so much too good for earth, 

Heaven vows to keep him. 



EPITAPH ON ELIZABETH, L. H. 

Would'st thou hear what man can say 
In a little ? reader, stay. 

Underneath this stone doth lie 
As much beauty as cnuid die : 
Which in life did harbour give 
To more virtue than doth live. 

!f at all she had a fault, 
Leave it buried in this vault. 
One name was ELIZABETH, 
The other let it sleep with death ; 
Fitter, where it died, to tell, 
Than that it lived at all. Farewell 1 



oy Google 



THAT WOSIEN AEE BUT MEN'S SHADOWS. 

Follow a shadow, it still flies you, 

Seem to fly it, it wil! pursue : 
So court a mistress, she denies you ; 

Let her alone, she will court you. 
jay are not women truly, then, 
Styled but the shadows of us men ? 

At morn and even shades are longest ; 

At noon ihey are or short or none ; 
Somen at weakest, they are strongest, 

But grant us perfect, they 're not known. 
Say are not women truly, then, 
Styled but the shadows of us men ? 



ODE TO SIR WILLIAM SIDNEY ON HIS 
BIRTH-DAY. 

Now that the heartli is crowned with smiling fire. 
And some do drinlc, and some do dance. 
Some ring, 
Some sing. 
And all do strive to advance 
The gladness higher ; 

Wherefore should I 
Stand silent by. 
Who not the least, 
Both love the cause, and authors of the feast ? 

Give me my cup, but from the Thespian well, 
That ! may tell to SIDNEY what 
This day 
Doth say, 
And ne may think on that 
Which I do tell ; 

When all the noise 
Of these forced joys. 
Are fled and gone. 
And he with his best Genius left alone. 
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This day says, then, tne number of glad years 
Are justly summed, that make you man ; 

Must now 
Strive all right ways it can, 
T' outstrip your peers : 

Since he doth lack 
Of going back 
Little, whose will 
Doth ut^e him to run wrong, or to stand still. 

Not can a little of the common store 
Of nobles' virtue, show in you ; 
Your Wood 
So good 
And great, must seek for new, 
And study more : 

Nor weary, rest 
On what 's deceas't. 
For they, that swell 
With dust of ancestors, in graves but dwell. 

Twill be exacted of your pame, whose son. 
Whose nephew, whose grandchild vou are ; 
And men 
Will then 
Say you have followed far. 
When well begun : 

Which must be now. 
They teach you how, 
And he that stays 
To live until to-morrow, hath lost two days. 

So maj' you live in honour, as in name, 
If with this truth you be inspired ; 
So may 
This day 
Be more and long desired ; 
And with the fiame 

Of love be bright, 
As with the hght 
Of bonfires 1 then 
The birth-day shines, when logs not burn, but men. 
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BEN JONSON'S ODE TO HIMSELF UPON THE 

CENSURE OF HIS "NEW INN" 

January, 1630. 

Come, leave the loathed stage. 

And the more loathsome age ; 
Where pride and impudence, in faction knit, 

Usurp the chair of wit 1 
Indicting and arraigning every day 
Something they call a play. 

Let their fastidious, vain 

Commission of the brain 
Run on and rage, sweat, censure and condemn ; 
They were not made for thee, less thou for them. 

Say that thou pour's t them wheat. 

And they will acorns eat ; 
"Twere simple fury slill thyself to waste 

On such as have no taste ! 
To offer them a surfeit of pure bread. 
Whose appetites are dead ! 

No, give them grains their fill, 

Husks, draff to drink and swill ; 
If they love lees, and leave the lusty wine, 
Envy them not, their palate 's with the swine. 

No doubt some mouldy tale, 

Like Pericles and Stale 
As the shrieve's crusts, and nasty as his fish- 
Scraps, out of every dish 
Thrown forth, and raked into the common tub, 
May keep up the Play-club ; 

There, sweepings do as well 

As the best-ordered meal; 
For who the relish of these guests will fit. 
Needs set them but the alms-basket of wit. 

And much good do't to you then : 
Brave plusli and velvet- men, 
Can feed on oris ; and, safe in your stage-ciothes, 

Dare quit, upon your oaths, 
The stagers and the stage-wrights too, your peers, 
Of larding your large ears 
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With their fotil comic socks, 

^Vrought upon twenty blocks ; 
Which if they are torn, and turned, and patched enouj 
The gamesters share your gilt, and you their stuff. 

Leave things so prostitute. 

And lake the Alcaic lute, 
Or thine own Horace, or Anacreon's lyre ;.' 

Warm thee by Pindar's fire ; ^..■ 
And though thy nerves be shrunk, and blood be cold 
Ere years have made thee old. 

Strike that disdainful heat 

Throughout, to their defeat, 
As curious fools, and envious of thy strain. 
May, blushing, swear no palsy's in thy brain. 

But when they hear thee sing 
The glories of thy king, 
His zeal to God, and his just awe o'er men, 

They may, blood-shaken then, 
Feel such a flesh-quake to possess their powers 
As they shall cry, " Like ours, ' 
In sound of peace or wars. 
No harp e'er bit the stars, 
In tuning forth the acts of his sweet reign ; 
And raising Charles his chariot 'bove his wain," 



ON SOMETHJNG, THAT WALKS SOMEWHERE. 



It made me a great face ; I asked the name 

A Lord, it cried, buried in flesh and blood. 

And such from whom let no man. hope least good, 

For I will do none ; and as little ill, 

For 1 will dare none : Good Lord, walk dead stilL 



^Camden ! most reverend head, to whom I ov 
I All th at I ajB-i^^ arts, all that I know ; 
>(H VTaoiiean^s that?) to whom my coimtc>- 1. 
The great renown, and. name wherewith she } 
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Than thee the age sees not that thing more grave, 
More high, more holy, that she more would cra^ e. 
What name, what skill, what faith hast thou m things '. 
What sight in searching the most antique springs ! 
What weight, and what aiilhority in thy speech ! 
Men scarce can make that doubt, but thou canst teach. 
Pardon free truth, and let thy modesty. 
Which conquers all, be once o'ercome by thee. 
Many of thine, this better could, than I ; 
But for their powers, accept my piety. 



ON MY FIRST DAUGHTER. 

Here lies, to each her parents ruth. 

Mar)', the daughter of their youth ; 

Yet all heaven's gifts being heaven's due. 

It makes the father less to rue. 

At six months end she parted hence 

With s^ety of her innocence ; 

Whose soul heaven's Queen, whose name si 

In comfort of her mother's tears, 

Hath placed amongst her virgin-train : 

Where while that, severed, doth remain, 

This gravfi partakes the fleshly birth ; 

Which cover lightly, gentle earth ! 



ON MY FIRST SON. 

Farewell, thou child of my right hand, and joy ; 

My sin was too much hope of thee, lov'd boy : 

Seven years thou wert lent to me, and 1 t!:cc pay. 

Exacted by thy fate, on the just day. 

Oh, could I lose all father, now ! for why, 

Will man lament the state he should envy ? 

To have so soon 'scaped world's, and flesh's rage, 

And, if no other misery, yet age ! 

Rest in soft peace, and ask'd, say here doth lie 

Ben Jonsox his best piece of p?etry : 

For wliose sake henceforth all his vows be such, 

#.s M'hat he Xoyqs may never like too much. 
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TO THOMAS LORD CHANCELLOR EGERTON. 

Whilst thy weighed JudgmeDls, Egerton, I hear, 

And know thee then a judge, not of one year ; 

Whilst I behold thee live with purest hands ; 

That no affection in thy voice commands ; 

That still thou 'rt present to the better cause ; 

And no less wise than skilful in the laws ; 

Whilst thou art certain to thy words, once gone, 

As is thy conscience, which is always one ; 

The Virgin, long since fled from earth, I see. 

To our times returned, hath made her heaven in thee. 



OF LIFE AND DEATH. 

The ports of dealh are sins ; of life, good deeds ; 
Through which our merit leads us to our meeds. 
How wilfu! blind is he, then, that would stray, 
And hath it in his powers to make his way ! 
This world death's region is, the other life's ; 
And here, it should be one of our first strifes. 
So to front death, as men might jud^e us past tt : 
For good men but see death, the wicked taste it. 



INVITING A FRIEND TO SUPPER. 

To-NiGHT, grave sir, both my poor house and I 

Do equally desire your company : 

Not that we think us worthy such a guest, 

But that your worth will dignify our feast. 

With those that come ; whose grace may make that seem 

Something, which else would hope for no esteem. 

It is the fair acceptance, sir, creates 

The entertainment perfect, not the cates. 

Yet shall you have, to rectify your palate, 

An olive, capers, or some better saltet 

Ushering the mutton : with a short-legged hen, 

If we can get her full of eggs, and then 

Lemons and wine for sauce : to these, a coney 

Is not to be despaired of for our money ; 

And though fowl now be scarce, yet there are clerks. 

The sky not lalling, think we may have larks. 
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pomms. 

I '11 tell you of more, and lie, so you will come : 

Of partridge, pheasant, woodcock, of which some 

May yet be there ; and god-wit if we can ; 

Knat, rail, and rulf too. Howsoe'cr, my man 

Shall read a piece of Virgil, Tacitus, 

Livy, or of some better book to us. 

Of which we 'II speak our minds, amidst our meat j 

And I'll profess no verses to repeat : 

To this if aught appear, which I not know ofi 

That will the pastry, not my paper, show of. 

Digestive cheese, and fniit there sure will be ; 

But that which most doth take my muse and me 

Is a pure cup of rich Canary wine, 

Which is the Mermaid's now, but shall be mine : 

Of which had Horace or Aiiacreon tasted, 

Their lives, as do their lines, till now had lasted. 

Tobacco, nectar, or the Thespian spring, 

Are all but Luther's beer, to this I sing. 

Of this we will sup free, but moderately. 

And we will have no Pooly, or Parrot by j 

Nor shall our cups make any guilty men ; 

But at our parting, we will be, as when 

We innocently met. No simple word, 

That shall be uttered at our mirthful board. 

Shall make us sad next morning; or affright 

The liberty, that we'll enjoy to-night. 



A HYMN TO GOD THE FATHER. 

Hear me, O GoJ ! 

A broken heart 

Is my best part : 
Use still thy rod, 

That I may prove 

Therein, thy love. 



As minds ill bent 
Rarelv repent, 
Until they meet 
Their punishment. 
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Who mote can crave 

Than thou hast done ? 

That gav'st a So'i 
To free a slave : 

First made of nought ; 

With all since bought. 

Sin, death, and hell 

Oiiite overcame ; 
Ye? I rebel, 
And slight the same. 

But, I '11 come in. 
Before my loss. 
Me farther toss, 



LEGES CONVIVIALES. 

Qt;OD FtELIX FAUSTUMQUE CONVIVIS IN APOLl.INE SIT. 

1 Nemo asvmbolus, nisi umisr.*, huc venito. 

2 IDIOTA, INSULSUS, TRISTIS, TURPIS, ABESTO. 

3 ERUDITI, UREANI, HILARES, HONEST!, ADSCISCUNTOR. 

4 nec lects fcemin* repudiantor. 

; In apparatu quod convivis corruget nares nil esto. 

6 EPUI-« DELECTU POTIUS QUAM SUMFTU PARAKTOR. 

7 OBSONATOR E X COQUUS CONVIVARUM GUL*: PERITI SUNTO. 

8 De discubitu won contenditor. 

9 ministri a dapibus, oculati et muti. 

a poculis, auriti et celeres sunto, 

10 Vina puris FONTiiius ministrentor aut vapulet 

H03PES. 

11 MODERATIS POCULIS PROVOCARE SODALES FAS ESTO 
!2 At FABULIS MAGIS QUAM VINO VELITATIO FIAT. 

13 Convive nec muti nec loquaces sunto. 

14 De SERIIS AC SACRIS POT! ET SATURl NE DISSERUNTO. 
ij PiDlCEN, NISI ACCERSITUS, NON VENITO. 

16 ADMISSO RISU, TBIPUDIIS, CHOREIS, CANTU, SALIBUS, 

Omni gratiarum festivit4TE sacra celebrantor. 

17 joci sine fe1.le sunto. 

18 insipida poemata nulla recitantor. 

19 Versus scrieere nullus cogitor. 

30 ArGUMFNTATIONIS TOTIUS STREPITUS ABESTO. 



:oy Google 



POEMS. 319 

21 AWATORIIS QUERELIS, AC SUSPIRIIS LIBER ANGULUS ESTO. 

22 LaPITHARUM more SCYPHIS PUGNARE, VITREA COL- 

LIDEEE, 

Fenestras excutere, supellectileh dilacerare 
nefas esto. 

23 qri foras vel dicta, vel facta eliminet, eliminator. 

24 Neminem REUM POCULA FACIUNTO. 

Focus PERENNIS ESTO. 



RULES FOR THE TAVERN ACADEMY; 

From (he Latin of Ben Jomon, engraven in Marble over 

Ike Chimney^ in the Apollo of the. 

Old Devil Tavern, at Temple Bars that being his Club-Room. 



1 As the fund of our pleasure, let each pay his shot, 
Except some chance friend, whom a member brings it 

2 Far hence be the sad, the lewd fop, and the sot ; 
For such have the plagues of good company bcea. 



3 Let the learned and witty, the jovial and gay, 
The generous and honest, compose our free state ; 

j And the more to exalt our delight whilst we stay. 
Let none be debarred from his choice female mate. 



5 Let no scent offensive the chamber infest. 

6 Let fancy, not cost, prepare all our dishes. 

7 Let the caterer mind the taste of each giiesC ; 

And the cook, in his dressing, comply with their wishes. 

IV. 
3 Let's have no disturbance about taking places, 

To shew your nice breeding, or out of vain pride. 
9 Let the drawers be ready with wiiie and fresli glasses. 
Let the waiters have eyes, though their tongues must b 
ty'd. 
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